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My beab Sik, 

I VENTURE to inscribe tMs book with your 
name : but for you it might not have been written. It 
falls short of what I had thought to accomplish in my 
plan ; nor do I print from any wish of mine to pubHsh 
hastily. But the truth is, I have had to stand siege in 
" Craigcrook Castle." Surrounded by hostile circum- 
stances, its defence has been a fight for life, foot by foot, 
and day by day. Twice, also, has Death been amongst 
the little garrison, striking his silent blows. We are 
compelled to capitulate, — I trust, on no dishonourable 
terms ; although we may not march out with all the 
pride and psean of anticipation's triumph. 

I pray you accept of this second effort as my best for 
the time being. In other years, God willing, I may win 
a touch more certain, and a larger reach, upon a harp 
of tenser strings. 

I am, my dear Sir, 

Respectfully yours, 

GERALD MAS8EY. 
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CRAIGCROOK CASTLE. 



I, 

Life is at most a Meeting and a Parting ; 
A glimpse into the world of Might-have-been. 
And standing rapt on some new-trodden height, 
We long to build a tabemade there. 

A sudden glorious glimpse, a nestling face, 
Will bid the kingly moment live for ever. 
Ah, could we paint their picture in the mind. 
And breathe the blessed breath of Beauty back 1 

We think how on some heavenly day the Sun 
Gathered his glory for a grand repose ; 
And with her folding stillness Eve came down, 
So meek and shadowy, bringing healing dews. 
While Angels walkt our garden of the souL 
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How on a sammer mom tlie dewy lanes 

In sunny England kist us with the breath 

Of their green mouths, and took us in cool arms. 

Or, in a wondrous Moonlight long ago. 

The face of early Love upturned to us 

Two human stars that swam in bridal dew ; 

With brow of virgin white, and cheek's warm touch ; 

The full heart's sweetness parting young red lips ; 

And, caught by sweet surprise o' the tender time, 

Our Deity half forgot her veiling cloud, 

And pure soul all in silent beauty smiled. 

So Memory maketh rich the house of life, 
Where our great moments come as gorgeous guests ; 
At Fancy's touch the walls with pictures bloom, 
And rosy recollections rise around. 

Even so I linger o'er my perfect day. 
Whose fruitful round of ripe and crowded life 
In its sole glory summed a golden age ; 
Whose stirred precipitate sweetens all my days ; 
Whose whispering memory oometh like an air 
Of heaven wafting warm immortal breath ; 
Then leaves me softly as the Dove of Day, 
That shakes down dews of freshness as it goes. 
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II. 

In that sweet season when the Year is green, 

And hearts grow merry as spring-groves fuU of birds, 

While life for pleasui'e ripples as it runs ; 

And young Earth putteth forth the lovely things 

She hath been dreaming through long winter nights ; 

Taking the May-tide in a golden swim, 

Her blithe heart singing for the flooding cheer ; 

And field and forest clothed in tender leaf, 

Shower after shower, out-smile a livelier green ; 

With dainty colour the kindling country dawns ; 

Death lieth low ; his hidden footprints bloom ; 

Upon his grave Life dances all in flowers : 

And lying shell-like on our shore o' the world. 

Thinking to music played by hidden hands. 

We are caught up to listening ear of Heaven, 

That leaneth down maternal meek to hear 

Our inner murmurs of the eternal sea : 

Then Craigcrook puts its budding glory on. 

An emerald Eden nestling in the North : 

To which the mariner worn on life's salt wave, 

Might point his prow and find a conqueror's home ; 
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And storm-tost Love up-fold his wearied wings, 
Warm on the bosom of mellifluous Eest. 

A happy island in a sea of green, 
Smiling it lies beneath the azure heaven. 
Well pleased, and conscious that each wave and wind 
Is tempered kindly or with blessing rich : 
And all the quaint cloud-messengers that come 
Voyaging the blue glory's summer sea 
In barks of beauty, built o' the powdery pearl, 
Soft, shining, sumptuous, blown by languid breath. 
Touch tenderly, or drop with ripeness down. 
Spring builds her leafy nest for birds and flowers. 
And folds it round luxuriant as the Vine 
Whose grapes are ripe with wine of merry cheer : 
The Summer bums her richest incense there. 
Swung from the censers of her thousand flowers : 
Brown Autumn comes o'er seas of glorious gold : 
And there old Winter keeps some greenth of heart, 
When on his head the snows of age are white. 

Mid glimpsing greenery at the hill-foot stands 
The castle with its tiny town of towers : 
A smiling Martyr to the cHmbing strength 
Of Ivy that will crown the old bald head. 
And Hoses that will mask him merry and young, 
Like an old Man with Children round his knees. 
With cups of colour reeling Boses rise 
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On walls and bushes, red and yeUow and white ; 
A dance and dazzle of Boses range all round. 

The path runs down and peeps out in the lane ^ 

That loiters on by fields of wheat and bean, 

Till the white-gleaming road winds city-ward. 

Afar, in floods of sunshine blinding white, 

The City lieth in its quiet pride. 

With castled crown, looking on Towns and Shires, 

And Hills from which cloud-highlands climb the heavens : 

A happy thing in glory smiles the Firth ; 

Its flowing azure winding like an arm 

Around the warm waist of the yielding land. 



III. 

I BOSE betimes upon my day of days ; 
Through faery forests of the lady fern, 
Went up the wooded height to see the Dawn, 
That new, eternal Picture fresh from God, 
Quicken and colour into perfect life. 
Quietly, quietly slept the world beside 
The sepulchre of the dark, till Light awoke. 
The haunting spirit of each lonely place 
Seemed passing through the still and solemn wood. 
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What breath of life the breeze of morning blew 1 
What dewy smell and after-sense of showers 
Came kissing like rich airs from secret shores 
To those who sail into the eternal dawn ! 
Bird afker bird the sweet sharp stillness stirred, 
As Earth were warbling some new tune of joy 
With which her heart gusht, and its radiance fired 
Her face, as she arrayed to meet the morn. 
The meek and melting amethyst of dawn 
Blusht o'er the bine hills in the ring o' the world ; 
Up purple twilights came the golden sea 
Of sunlight breaking in a silent surge ; 
And Morning like the birth of Beauty rose. 
With sunny music up the sparkling heaven, 
While, at a rosy touch, the clouds that lay 
In sullen purples round the hills of Fife, 
Adown her pathway spread their cloaks of gold : 
The silvery-green-and-violet sheen o' the sea 
Changed into shifting opal tinct with gold : 
And like an Alchymist with furnace-face, 
The sun smiled on his perfect work, pure gold. 

The breath of Dawn brought God*s good-morning kiss 
To bud and leaf and flower, and human hearts 
That like pond-lilies open heaven-ward eyes. 
Sweet lilies of the valley, tremulous fair, 
Peep through their curtains claspt with diamond dew 
By faery jewellers working while they slept : 
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The arch Laburnum droops her budding gold 

From emerald fingers, with such taking grace : 

The Euschia fires her fairy chandelry, 

And flowering Currant crimsons the green gloom : 

The Pansies, pretty little puritans, 

Come peering up with merry elvish eyes : 

At Summer's call the Lily is alight : 

Wall-flowers in fragrance burn themselves away 

With the sweet Season on her precious pyre ; 

Pure passionate aromas of the Eose, 

And purple perfume of the Hyacinth, 

Come like a colour thro' the golden day. 

A summer soul is in the Limes ; they stand 

Low murmuring honied things that wing forth Bees ; 

Their busy whisperings done, the Plane-trees hush ! 

But lo, a warm wind winnowing odour-rain 

Groes breathing by, and there they curtsey meek, 

Or toss their locks in frolic wantonness, 

While a great gust of joy runs shivering thro' them ; 

All the leaves thrill and sparkle wild as wings. 

Voluptuously ripening in the sun. 

The Meadows swell their bosom plump with life. 

To pasture sauntering sheep, and ruminant kine ; 

And Kingcups spread their tiny laps to take 

The lavish largess showered down from heaven ; 

And, garnering the warm gold, nod and laugh. 

The Birds low-crooning o'er their sweet Spring-tunes 

Still touch them with a riper luxury : 
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That Blackbird with the wine of joy is mellow, 
And in his song keeps laughing, he 's so jolly, 
To think how summer pulps the fruit for him. 
His Apple-tree hath felt the ruddying breath 
Of May upon her yielding leafy lips, 
And broke in kisses trembling for delight ; 
Look how her red heart blushes warm in white ! 
Deep after deep the generous heart of Spring, 
So golden-full of glad days, flusht in bloom, 
Ripe with all sweetness. 

Crown us, lusty leaves ! 
Shake down your gathered coolness, O green leaves ! 



IV. 

At Craigcrook Castle aU a Summer day 
We had rich talk and sweet society, 
To floating filled with bright Olympian Hfe. 
Under the tender trees we sat, and watcht 
All nature couched in a calm day-dream ; 
The rich World in her blooming airy nest, 
Warm-bumishing her colours like a Bird 
O' the Sun, to soar on silent wings of light ; 
And Heaven brooding down with golden eye, 
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Where Sunlight, seeking hidden Shadow, toucht 
The green leaves all a-tremble with gold light. 
And rippled grass caressed us with its smiles. 
While One whose looks were mild as they had drawn 
A Christ-like sweetness from the face of Babes, — 
His brow the triumph-arch of royal soul — 
A Prodigal of Freedom whose great heart. 
Big as the world it floods with wealth to-day. 
Must eat to-morrow of the Stranger's husk» — 
Prometheus on his rock of exile — told 
The vision passing solemn thro' his soul. 

Ah ! how they drank the breath of Battle, won 
Its swarthy bloom, those spirits fiery-fine 1 
O, gallant hearts, how stalwartly they stood ; 
How fought the faithfiil, how the deathless died ! 
And there in saviour sepulchres they sleep, 
Crowned with the diadem o' the kingly Dead ; 
Green graves on earth, — ^high memories in heaven. 
And how the night came down with treachery dark. 
But reddened with the light of burning homes, 
That lit the Hangman while he knit his noose : 
Then silence, at the hush of Death, above ; 
Nought but a ghastly Grolgotha below. 

And O, but hearts flew out, like Freedom's bird. 

To flap their wings upon the flag of war. 

And fierce looks flasht, and prayers went up to God, 
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In fiery chariots of our fervent hearts. 
And eyes were frenzed with noble tears to see 
That Exile by the hounds of torture trackt ; 
Who, while they tore his stricken life, stiU drank 
His cup of trembling, smiling very calm. 

Fight on, thou Hero 1 Heaven's glooming look 

Frowns only on the wrong. This dark shall break 

In resurrection hour. The chariot wheels 

Of coming Vengeance spin too swift for sight. 

The Nemesis of Nations only waits. 

Until the glass of Destiny runs out. 

To wake the Murderers with her whip of fire. 

Caught by the hair in sudden hands of Hell ! 

While in a ruddy rain old Earth laughs up. 

O, we shall see a sight ere England's sun 

Goes down behind her hills of gathered gold ! 

The. time of times, the year of years is nigh I 

When Spring's young hopes lie dead, and her sweet buds 

Are low in the dust, our Autumn fruitage comes. 

Princes shall meet thee in thy Country's gate ; 

Thy Banner yet shall crown her topmost height. 

And all the world shall see it waving there. 
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V, 

In the green quiet of a neighbouring knoll 
There sat and sang a beauteous company ; 
Surging a soul-aclie of deliciousness. 
AuBELiA with the royal eyes, and breast 
Bounding with hurrying heart, wave-wanton, for 
A ripe repose on some Elysian shore : 
A glorious passion-flower of Womanhood 
Come, golden-natured, to its summer throne : 
Her eyes, the stars of burning dreams, so rapt 
The spirit moth-like for their fire, you might 
Have gone to death by sword-light for their smile, 
And sullen beauty of her mouth's ripe bloom. 
And Mabel, saintly sweet and fairily flue 
As maiden rising from enchanted mere ; 
Pale as a lily crowned with moonlight calm : 
A queenly creature with her quiet grace. 
And dazzling white hand veined cerulean : 
Upon her warm-waved hair the rippled light 
Played soft, and toucht it into cloudy gold ; 
Her eyes of violet-grey were coloured rich 
With gloom of tend^ thought, and mirrored large 
Within them, starry futures swam and shone : 
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. All ! wliat a smile to light a life with light, 
And make the waking heart to sing in sleep ! 
Ah ! what a lamp to light some heaven of love ; 
The perfect pearl of her star-purity ! 
And stately Chabmian with her grander cabn, 
Like a Greek Groddess Statue that 'had raised 
The veil of being in some diviner dawn, 
And yearning Love did woo her into Woman, 
His burning kiss budding her dainty rose ; 
With merry melting mouth and subtle eyes, 
And warm heart smiling her white silence through. 
She rose up in her crown the Queen of Smiles 
With all the old majesty, unweeting of 
The old worship conscious hearts in silence pay ; 
Our EngHsh vesture cannot mask her mould. 
Above her brow the star of Genius shed 
A tender radiance in her night of hair. 
And She, with dancing sparkle in her eyes, ' 
Like sun-kist waters twinkling sapphirine, 
Our Seebess with whose soul the Spirits walk : 
Who told strange mysteries in Waking Sleep, 
And held your hand and read your Book of life ; 
Whose presence weirdly took the throbbing heart 
Bird-like, as it were caught in spirit-hands ; 
Whose visioned face would shine so glorified. 
You lookt with heavenward instinct up to see 
Whence came such beauty aa brake thro' Baphael's dream. 
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They sang those wailing old Scotch songs that set 
The heart-strings all a-tremble for their harp : 
In which melodious Passion breaks its heart 
For evermore, and finds no spousal words. 
And crossing in the music's airy storm, 
Spirit with spirit toucht in tingling kiss ; 
TiU every nerve stretcht like a telescope 
For life to draw the moving heaven down. 



YI. 

Some played at bowls upon the velvet sward, 
And drank old ale with ruby flame in it, 
Where sunny laurels twinkled silver lights ; 
While others traced the footprints of old Time, 
Long fossilized : some by the Sea — that glowed 
In living azure and inviolate cabn — 
Peered in the portal of its wonder-world. 
We showered playful palms down in the path. 
And deckt with flowers the marriage^robe of One 
Who brought his beauteous Bride in triumph home 
A jolly Briton, princely to the poor. 
His rich heart-warming ruddiness of look 
Might make an east wind reel ofip mellow and mild ; 
So sunnily his inner ripeness smiled : 
And stalwart stood the sheltering wall of his life, 
For climbing flower and fruit to bod and bear. 

B 
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Her fragrant weight of warm and rosy life, 
That dwined with tender want of folding arms, 
Half-sad with sweetness like a dew-droopt flower. 
Stirs in his smile and rises ruddv and calm. 
With breath that maketh dim his dallying eyes : 
A young Aurora of warm womanhood 
Glowing imperial as the sun-toucht Bose 1 
Her eyes wide-wakened by Love's quickening kiss, — 
Sweet-drunken with the wine of tears, — ^foreshow 
How Love hath hived his honey in her heart. 
And there they walk their rosy marriage time, 
With gracious words that brighten listening brows 
Like crowns of splendour, as the first pair walkt 
Their morning of the world in paradise. 

Our Poet, Eubens, laught at Wedded Love, 

And drew a piteous picture of our friend 

Li harness, drawing the matrimonial car. 

Heavily laden, along the ruts of life. 

But in his voice there hissed a thirsty sound, 

As when the dry leaves rustle for the rain. 

With longing eyes he mockt the glowing grapes. 

And six weeks after held out eager hands. 

To take the bonds that bind for evermore : 

And quietly joined the herd of pastured Slaves, 

Where nuptial Love thro' sweet tears on him smiled. 

Up spoke our Host. A sunny life was his 
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Among his children, breathing blooms of health, 
He, like a rennet Apple wrinkle-ripe, 
Hived full of sweetness, fragrant to the taste, 
Tho' Sorrow's tooth should strike the brave heart's core. 
He had the happy soul which, like the Bee, 
Eocks with deb'ght upon a thistle-top. 
Or finds voluptuous honey on wild moors. 
And cheerily he chirpt of Wedded Love, 
And Home our refoge from the mad-world-strife. 
Where we may keep the spirit-sandals clean. 
We soil so on our treadmill of a world ; 
And open heaven in the shut up heart : 
Where Love may help us hand-in-hand across 
The dark stream of Eternity, as Life 
On starry stepping-stones goes up to God. 
Just now the Flower of England made a crown 
To garland whoredom's apotheosis ; 
Bevelling, with unhallowed light of eyes. 
Upon the Wanton's glance, and wicked grace. 
All honeyed with warm witchery of Sin ; 
Circe enchanted with lewd sorceries 
That slide into the whitest sanctuaries ; 
Befoul the palace-chambers precious-lined. 
And canker all the virgin flower of life 
I' the delicate sweetness of its budding time ! 
Ah 1 how it made him turn to his dear nest. 
And proudly yearn o'er his sweet marriage guest. 
Who made their little world so bright with bliss, 

B 2 
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It drew Grod's Angels blessing-laden down. 
And as he spoke, the dead flowers in our hearts 
AU pressed and precious, softly stirred with Hfe ; 
Bloomed on our brows, and shed a fragrance round. 

In silence sat oux Crimean Hero, he 
Who told us how they fought at Inlcennann : 
His heart swam up in tears at thoughts of Home. 
The roar and rack of Battle over and gone ; 
No more surprises in the bloody trench. 
Where midnight swarmed with visions horrible. 
And earth was like a fiery coast of heU I 
All that long adking wintriness of soul. 
Warm-melted in the arms of Wedded Love, 
That drew him from the bloody battle-press, 
And claspt hiiii safe in their serene of heaven. 
Where Past and Future crown him as they kiss. 
And with dxmxh eloquence his poor armstump moved, 
As it were dreaming of a dear embrace. 



A siLVEUEB Sage like some old pictured Saint, 
Smilingly took the crucial hand oi Doubt, 
And thrust stem fingers in his spirit-wounds ; 
And told us how he hunted shadows once, 
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And felt his spiriUial pulse ten times a day, 
With thoughts of Self fatal as Herod's worms. 
And how the Child rose up and led the Man 
Back Y&cj lowly to their Mother's knee : 
Worshipping God as in the dear old days. 

" 'They wrought in faith,' and not * They wrought in doubt,' 

Is the proud epitaph inscribed above 

Our glorious Dead who in their grandeur He, 

Oowned with the garland of eternity. 

Because they did believe, and conquered Doubts 

They Hved great lives and did their deathless deeds. 

Who in the old time walkt their pmlous way. 

With the grey hairs of kingly sorrow crowned : 

Who laid their heads upon the bloody block 

For their last pillow : who amid the flames 

Bore witness still, and with their quivering hands 

Sowed every wind with sparks of fiery thought. 

Because they did believe, we kneel to read 

Where men and angels mingle tears of joy. 

Because he did believe, Columbus saUed 

For that new world his inner eyes had seen. 

He found : so Faith its new worlds yet shall find. 

While Doubt shakes its wise head and stays behind* 

Newton beHeved for many a year before 

The Hand in heaven shook the Apple down. 

Because we have believed, our knowledge comes : 

Belief, not Doubt, will touch the secret spring. 
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Belief is that soul-attitude which sees 
How the pure distance of some infinite sea 
Eelieyes the dark ground of our inland life. 
And feels the fresh spray make its roses bloom. 
But Doubt turns from the light, and only sees 
The Shadow that it casts, and follows it ; 
For Doubt is ever its own Deity : 
The Shadow still dilates on darkened eyes. 
And lengthens as the awM night comes down. 

" Life is a maze, but God i' the centre sits. 

I wailed and wandered in the winding ways ; 

Against the thorns with bleeding bosom beat. 

And vainly shouted to the passing stars, — 

Those silent spirit-vanishing-points of space, — 

That voyaged Ship-like on nor saw my wreck. 

I shriekt out with the scomers, * There 's no God ! ' 

Sat in the womb o* the world like Babe unborn. 

And blindly said, * There is no life to come.' 

Then my Beloved came, and drew me in 

A little nearer to the heart of light. 

A lightning-glimpse from out the cloud of Death 

Stem revelation rifted, and I feU 

Prone on my face, heart-broken in the dust. 

Her vase of love was broken at my feet, 

And all the precious perfume filled my life. 

Breathed thro' the dark a stiU voice low and sweet : 

*' Let Faith but dimb the tree of prayer, and watch 
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if 



And wait, the Lord will surely pass that way. 
And down a dream of peace a spirit hand 
Slid into mine, and at its dewy touch 
Existence melted in the dawning heaven, 
And human flowering of divine delight. 
It led me to my kneeHng-place among 
The pilgrims of the world who sought in vain, 
And closed their eyes in tears, to suddenly And 
God sitting in His temple of the soul." 

A soul of sweetness from each wrinkle smiled I 
There was strange glory in the old Man's eyes, 
Which, with Life's setting splendour, shone a-glow. 
Like windows lighted in a sinking sun 
That paints fair morrow. Pleasant was the sight. 
For he had reacht the shining Sunset Isles 
That fade into the eternal Heavens, and Lo ! 
The Hesper of a happy memory smiles. 



VIIL 

Now Sunset bums. A sea of gold on fire 
Serenely surges around purple isles : 
O'er billows and flame-furrows Day goes down. 
Far-watching clouds with ruby glimmer bloom ; 
A scattered crowd, that on its face still wears 
The splendid light and life of some brave show. 
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Dews swann upon the flowers like silent bees, 

And quiet fire-flies glittering in the grass. 

Husht woods grow solemn dark ; the blue peaks fade ; 

Weird mists rise white, and gracious Twilight comes. 

Sweet is the mystery of her loveliness ; 

And all things feel her dim divinity. 

^ Now for a rouse within the house, and there 

Shake off the purple sadness of the night," 

Cried one : " Come let us a Symposium hold, 

And each one to the banquet bring their best 

In song or story ; all shall play a part." 

So, rapturously we hail^ lord o' the feast. 

Our great Messiah in Midwifery, He 

Who wrestled with the fiend of corporal pain. 

And stands above the writhing Agony, 

Like Michael with the Dragon 'neath his heel : 

Who is in soul — ^Love riding on a Lion ; 

Li body — ^a Bacchus crowned with head of Jove : 

The keen life looks out in his lighted face 

So fulgent that the gazer's brightens too : 

He grandly towers above our fume and fret. 

Like the old HiUs whose feet are in the surge. 

And on their lifted brows the eternal calm : 

For he is one of those prophetic spirits 

That are the World's night-dreams of things to come. 

And thus he broacht our garrulous Hippocrene ; 

And round and round the chalice went till mom. 



THE 



MOTHER'S IDOL BROKEN. 



THE 

MOTHER'S IDOL BROKEN. 



I. 

Twice the Mother had diy^d down 

Into her sea of sorrow ; 
O my love ! O my life ! my own sweet Wife ! 

God send you a merry good-morrow. 
Betide her weal, or betide her woe. 

Her smile it was calm and fearless ; 
And proud were her eyes as she rose with the prize, 

A pearl in her palms, my peerless ! 

O found you a little sea-syren. 

In some perilous palace left ? 
Or is it a little child-angel. 

Of her high-bom kin bereft ? 
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Or came she out of the Elfin-land, 

By earthly love beguiled ? 
Or hath the sweet Spirit of Beauty 

Taken shape as our starry Child ? 

Dear, do but look in her love-nest of sweets. 

Where she lies in a smiling calm : 
Wee armful of fruitage ; a sheaf of ripe bliss ; 

On a bosom breathing balm. 
Fresh as the drop of dew cradled at mom, 

On the leaves of a lily in blossom ; 
Sweet as the fragrance newly bom 

In a violet's virgin bosom. 



II. 

God's Butterfly on our love's flower alight ! 

It seemeth the beautiful thing, 
At the first sumiise of the heaven she hath left. 

For the wint^less world will wing. 
So we fold her about with our love as 't were heaven, 

Around her weave many a wile ; 
And our hearts up-Ieap, living fountains of joy. 

In the golden dream of her smile. 
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III. 

On my ripely rounduig Eose-tree, 

Dreamiiig of life are three flowers : 
One pushetli up her ruby-rose-cup. 

For the rain of God's quickening showers. 
With a magical burst of beauty, one glows 

Dewily-dear in the sheen of love ; 
And one pretty Softling, our baby-bud-rose. 

Lies tenderly shut in the green of love. 



IV. 

O FAIB befiall my dainty flowers, 

Summering on their stem ; 
Smiling up to the crowning Eose, 

As she sxnileth down to them. 
Smiling up to theic Queen in her beauty, 

That smiles on each bonny breast-gem : 
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Blossoming, brimming with love for her 

Who leans ruddy with love over them ! 
O fair befall my dainty flowers, 

Summering on their stem. 
And O the armful of rich love, 

My fragrant human Eoses ! 
Smile on them all, sweet Heaven, 

And kiss my darlmg Hoses. 



V. 

Thebe be three little maidens ; three loving maidens ; 

Three bonny maidens mine ; 
Three precious jewels are set in Life's crown. 

On prayer-lifted brows to shine. 
Six stanjr eyes, aU love-luminous. 

Look out of our heaven so tender ; 
Since the honey-moon, glowing and glorious, 
. Arose in its ripening splendour. 
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There 's Lilybell, duchess of wonderland, 

With her dance of life, dimples and curls ; 
Whose bud of a mouth into red kisses bursts 

A-smile with the wanton white pearls : 
And Sweetcheek, our rosily-goldening peach 

On the sunniest side o' the wall ; 
But Marian 's Mother's darling, 

Marian 's idol of all. 



VI. 

Like the meny yoice-bird that sings on the bough, 

I sing, O my brooding Dove, 
To a nest I know in the leaves below, 

Full of eyes alive with love. 
Two of our little Birds wander on wings. 

One doth but flutter and fall ; 
Sing, Marian Mother's wee darling, 

Marian 's Idol of all. 
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All in our marriage garden 

Grew, smiling up to God, 
A bonnier flower than ever 

Suckt the green warmth of the sod. 
O beautiful unfathomably 

Its little life unfuiied ; 
Life's crown of sweetness was our wee 

White Rose of all the world. 



From out a gracious bosom, 

Our bud of beauty grew ; 
It fed on smiles for sunshine, 

And tears for daintier dew. 
Aye nestling warm and tenderly, 

Our leaves of love were curled 
So dose and close about our wee 

White Rose of all the world. 
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Two flowers of glorious crimson 

Grew with our Bose of light ; 
Still kept the sweet heaven-grafted slip 

Her whiteness saintly white. 
I' the wind of life they danced with glee, 

And reddened as they whirled ; 
White, white and wondrous grew our wee 

White Bose of all the world. 



With mystical faint fragrance, 

Our house of life she filled — 
Bevealed each hour some fairy tower, 

Where winged Hopes might build. 
We saw — though none like us might see — 

Such precious promise pearled 
Upon the petals of our wee 

White Rose of all the world. 



But evermore the halo 
Of Angel-light increased ; 

Like the mystery of Moonlight, 
That folds some fairy feast. 

c 
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Snow-white, snow-soft, snow-silently, 

Our darling bud up-curled, 
And dropt i* the Grave — God's lap— our wee 

White Eose of all the world. 

Our Eose was but in blossom ; 

Our life was but in spring ; 
When down the solemn midnight 

We heard the Spirits sing : 
" Another bud of infancy. 

With holy dews impearled;" 
And in their hands they bore our wee 

White Eose of all the world. 

You scarce could think so small a thing 

Could leave a loss so large ; 
, Her little light such shadow fling. 

From dawn to sunset's marge. 
In other springs our life may be 

In bannered bloom unfurled ; 
But never, never match our wee 

White Eose of all the world. 
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VIIL 

This is a curl of our poor " Splendid's" hair ! 
A sunny burst of rare and ripe young gold — 
A ring of sinless gold tliat weds two worids ! 
Our one thing left with her dear life in it. 
Poor Misers ! o'er it secretly we sum 
Our little savings hoarded up in heaven, — 
Our rich love-thoughts }ieart-hid to doat upon, — 
And glimpse our lost heaven in a flood of tears. 
A magic ring, through which fond Sorrow reads 
Of strange heart-histories, and conjures up 
A vanisht face, with its sweet spirit-smiles, 
Babe-wonderings, and little tender ways. 

At birth her hair was dark as it were dipt 
In the death-shadow ; but it rarefied 
In radiance as her head rose nigher heaven, 
Till she — ^white Gloiy ! — ^lookt from a golden midst. 

c 2 
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This is ber still face as she lay in death ! 
Spirit-like face ! set in a silver cloud. 
It comes to us in silent glooms of night ; 
The wee wan face that gradually withdrew 
And darkened into the great doud of death. 

O ye who say, "We have a Child in heaven;" 
Who have felt that desolate isolation sharp 
Defined in Death's own face ; who have stood beside 
The Silent River, and stretcht out pleading hands 
For some sweet Babe upon the other bank, 
That went forth where no human hand might lead, 
And left the shut house with no light, no sound, 
No answer, when the mourners wail without ! 
What we have known, ye know, and only know. 

She came like April, who with tender grace 

Smiles in Earth's face, and sets upon her breast 

The bud of all her glory yet to come, 

Then bursts in tears, and takes her sorrowftd leave. 

She brought us Eden just within the space 

Of the dear depths of her large, dream-like eyes, 

And o'er the vista dropt the death-veil dark. 

She only caught three words of human speech : 

One for her Mother, one for me, and one 
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She crowed with, for the fields, and open heaven. 
That last she sighed with a sweet farewell pathos 
A minute ere she left the house of life, 
To come for kisses never any more. 

White- Lily 1 how she leaned in love to us I 

And how we feared a hand might reach from heaven 

To pluck our sweetest flower, our loftiest flower 

Of life, that sprang from lowliest root of love 1 

Some tender trouble in her eyes complained 

Of Life's rude stream, as blue Forget-me-not's 

Look sweet appeal when winds and waters fret. 

We saw, but feared to speak of, her strange beauty, 

As some husht Bird that dares not sing i' the night. 

Lest lurking foe should find its secret place, 

And seize it through the dark. With twin^love's strength 

All crowded in the softest nestling-touch. 

We fenced her round-— exchanging silent looks. 

We went about the house with listening hearts, 

And eyes that watcht for Danger's coming steps. 

Our spirits felt the Shadow ere it fell. 

Then the Physician left our door ajar 

A moment, and the griofk thief Death stole in. 

Some Angel passing o'er life's troubled sea. 
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Had seen our jewel shine celestial pure, 
And Death must win it for her bosom pearl. 
We stood at Midnight in the Presence dread. 
At midnight, when Men die, we strove with Death, 
To wrench our jewel from his grasping hand. 
Ere the soul loosed firom its last ledge of life, 
Her Httle face peered round with anxious eyes. 
Then, seeing all the old faces, dropt content. 

The mystery dilated in her look. 

Which, on the darkening death-ground, faintly caught 

The likeness of the Angel shining near. 

Her passing soul flasht back a glimpse of bliss. 

She was a Child no more, but strong and stem 

As a mailed Knight that had been grappling Death. 

A crown of conquest bound her baby-brow ; 

Her little hands could take the heirdom large ; 

And all her Childhood's vagrant royalty 

Sat staid and calm in some eternal throne. 

Love's kiss is sweet, but Death's doth make immortal. 

The mornings came, with glory-garland on. 
To deck heaven's azure tent with hangings brave; 
Birds, brooks, and bees, were singing in the sun. 
Earth's blithe heart breathing bloom into her face, 
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The flowers all crowding up like Memories 

Of lovelier life in some forgotten world, 

Or dreams of peace and beauty yet to come. 

The soft south-breezes rockt the baby-'buds 

In fondling arms upon a balmy breast ; 

And all was gay as universal life 

Swam down the stream that glads the City of God. 

But we lay dark where Death had struck us down 

With that stem blow which made us bleed within, 

And bow while the Inevitable went by. 

And there our Darling lay in coffined calm ; 

Dressed for the grave in raiment like the snow. 

And o'er her flowed the white, eternal peace : 

The breathing miracle into silence passed : 

Never to stretch wee hands, with her dear smile 

As soft as light-fall on unfolding flowers ; 

Never to wake us crying in the night : 

Our little hindering thing for ever gone, 

In tearful quiet now we might toil on. 

All dim the living lustres motion makes ! 

No life-dew in the sweet cups of her eyes I 

Nought there of our poor " Splendid " but her brow. 

A young Immortal came to us disguised. 

And in the joy-dance dropt her mask, and fled. 
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The^orld went lightly by and heeded not 

Our death-white windows blinded to the siin ; 

The hearts that ached within ; the measuieless loss ; 

The Idol broken ; our first tryst with Death. 

Life, how strange thy face behind the veil I 

And stranger yet will thy strange mystery seem, 

When we awake in death and tell our Dream. 

'T is hard to solve the secret of the Sphinx 1 

We had a little gold Love garnered up. 

To bravely robe our Babe : the Mother's half 

Was turned to mourning-raiment for her dead : 

Mine bought the first land we called ours — Her grave. 

We were as treasure-seekers in the earth. 

When lo, a death's-head on a sudden stares. 

Clad all in spirit-beauty forth she went ; 

Her budding spring of life in tiny leaf; 

Her gracious gold of babe-virginity 

Unminted in the image of our world ; 

Her faint dawn whitened in the perfect day. 

Our early wede away went back to God, 

Bearing her life-scroll folded, without stain. 

And only three words written on it — two 

Our names ! Ah, may they plead for us in heaven ! 
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IX. 

Very softly liold the Eose, 

On thy happy breast that blows I 

Thus from out my heart there sprang a flower of tender 
pride. 

All too wild my passion burned : 
For the cooling dews it yearned : 

In my hot hands droopt my gentle flower and died. 

Be thy glory meekly worn : 

Fairest fruit is lowliest borne : 
Mine grew high as Life could climb, and arms could reach 
above. 

0, so proudly heaved my breast ; 

All the world should see how blest ; 
And the seeing Heavens took my lifted love. 
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X. 

These is her nest where in beanty smiled 

Our Babe, as we leaned above ; 
And her pleading face asked for the tenderest place 

In all our world of love. 
Very silent and empty now ! yet we feel 

It rock ; and a tiny footfall 
Comes over the floor in the thrilling night-hush, 

And our hearts leap up for the call 
Of our puir wee lammie dead and gone ; 
Our bonnie wee lammie dead and gone. 

Last night, with hands to cracking claspt 

In the furnace-fire of my heart, 
Sitting, I saw the dead world 

All into spirit-life start 
At the mystic touch of the white Moonlight. 

My spirit arose likewise, 
And wandered away to the Graveyard, 

Where, a jewel in Death's hand, lies 
Our puir wee lammie dead and gone ; 
Our bonnie wee lammie dead and gone. 
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Slowly, slowly rose the dead, 

All in their robes of white ! 
Weirdly, weirdly rose the dead, 

All in the silent night ! 
Like lilies for God, from the dark grave-bed. 

They grew in a gloiy-rain ; 
And the crowned Darling of Heaven, at the head 

Of aU that glorified train, 
Was our pair wee lammie dead and gone ; 
Our bonnie wee lammie dead and gone. 

In my dream I stood at the death-door dark, 

Alone and tremblingly, 
TiU a Shining One came in a crescent bark. 

Moonlike, o'er a purple sea. 
She smiled as to say she knew the way, 

And at some secret sign, 
A memory of the old life stirred, 

And I knew that Angel mine ! 
Our puir wee lammie dead and gone ; 
Our bonnie wee lammie dead and gone. 
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XI. 

Within a mile of Edinburgh Town 
We laid our little darling down ; 
Our first seed in God's acre sown ! 

So sweet a place 1 Death looks beguiled 
Of half his gloom ; or sure he smiled 
To win our lovely, spirit child. 

God giveth His Beloved sleep 
So calm, within its silence deep, 
As Angel-guards the watch did keep. 

The City looketh solemn and sweet ; 
It bears a gentle brow, to greet 
The mourners mourning at its feet. 

The sea of human life breaks round 

This shore o' the dead, with softened sound 

Wild-flowers climb each mossy mound 
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To place in resting hands their pahn. 

And breathe their beauty, bloom, and balm ; 

Folding the dead in fragrant calm. 

A softer shadow Grief might wear ; 
And old Heartache come gather there 
The peace that falleth after prayer. 

Poor heart, that danced among the vines 
All reeling-ripe with wild love-wines, 
Thou walk'st with Death among the pines ! 

Lorn Mother, at the dark grave-door. 
She kneeleth, pleading o'er and o'er. 
But it is shut for evermore. 

She toileth on, the moumfull'st thing, 

At the vain task of emptying 

The cistern whence the salt-tears spring. 

BKnd ! blind 1 She feels, but cannot read 
Aright ; then leans as she would feed 
The dear dead lips that never heed. 

The spirit of life may leap above. 
But in that grave her prisoned dove 
lies, cold to th' warm embrace of love. 
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And dark, tho' all the world is bright ; 
And lonely, with a City in sight ; 
And desolate in the rainy night. 

Ah, God ! when in the glad life-cup 
The face of Death swims darkly up ; 
The crowning flower is sure to droop. 

And so we kid our darling down. 

When Summer's cheek grew ripely brown, 

And still, tho' grief hath milder grown. 

Unto the Stranger's land we cleave, 

Like some poor Birds that grieve and grieve. 

Bound the robbed nest, so loth to leave. 



XII. 



Ah, the sweet Dream, the singing Dream, that sang 
We knew not what, so sweet the melody ! 
Made dim woe glimmer golden while we slept ; 
And when we woke the lulling Dream was gone. 
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We let our dear dead down the drowning Dark, 
Sailing the awful sea in our world-bark : 
We who had glowed like Angels in the sun, 
With life so lighted by her loveliness. 

God's messenger of death seems blindly stem : 
And 't is so hard to leave a little babe 
Within the Grave's cold arms, alone ! alone ! 
While Sorrow chills the nest her sweet life warmed. 

So little to the world I and what a world 
Of difiference in our little world of home ! 
This stillness where the sweet Bird chirpt to us ; 
This good-night-parting-and-mom-greeting loss. 

And yet perchance the kind dark-Angel drew 
Her in the secret shadow of his doud, 
Out of our warm and golden air, to hide 
Her from some fearful Fate far-hurrying up. 
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XIII. 

To-day, when winds of winter blow, 
And Nature sits in dream of snow. 
With Ugolino-look of woe : 

Wife from the window came to me. 
Now leaves were fallen she could see '' 
The little grave thro' shred elm-tree. 

With wintriness all life did ache 

For that dead darling's sainted sake ; 

And lips might kiss, but hearts would quake. 

Ho, ye who pass her narrow house. 

By which the dark Leith sea-ward flows ; 

O clasp your pretty darlings close ; 

And if some tender bud of light 

Is drooping, as the snowdrop white. 

With looks that weird wild heartstrings smite ; 

Think of our babe will never wake. 
And fold your own till fond hearts ache, 
Sweet souls, for little Marian's sake. 
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XIV. 

" Fbettt flowers on Baby's head ; 
Who 11 cry flowers when Baby 's dead P" 
Singing hearts oft question^. 
In the sweetest summer fled. 

Marian, Marian. 

Tearfdl words ! how lightly said I 
Mournfully remembered, 
Now the sweet new year hath spread 
Blossom-life on Baby's bed. 

Marian, Marian. 

Tender emerald, white, and red. 
Flowers of her beauty bred : 
Breathing all of her that 's dead, 
Cry, "We crown her Baby-head !" 

Mft-T iftp^ Marian. 
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" Who '11 cry flowers when Baby 'a dead ?*' 

Praying looks to heaven are led, 

And it smiles as tho' it said, 

" Early her sweet fame hither sped." 

Marian, Marian. 

" Saintly hands have wound her thread : 
Faith, look up and firmly tread : 
Poor Bereaved, be comforted ; 
My Flowers garland Baby's head." 

Marian, Marian. 

God's unguessed reply is read : 
Tears that came not, tears that pled 
Crying darkly, here are shed : 
Soft rest you. Darling I dead 

Marian, Marian. 
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XV. 

Our leaves are shaken from the tree. 

And hopes laid low, 
That after our Spring-nurslings, we 

May long to go. 

The warm love-nest our Dovelets leave 

With helpless moan, 
As they for us would sit and grieve 

In heaven — alone ! 

The tender Shepherd beckoningly 

Our Lambs doth hold, 
That we may take our own when He 

Makes up the fold. 



D S 
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I. 

MiDSUMMEK Morn her silvery-gray 

Eain-veil uplifteth fold on fold ; 

And, purple-flusht, and topt with gold, 
The white clouds kindle and float away 

0*er violet-shadowed hills that stand 
In cloudy crowns, and soft attire ; 
And, in a fragrancy of fire, 

Midsummer Mom floods all the land. 

The Bainbow with its living arch 

Of glory brightens in the blue ; 

Like Spirit-Bridge Earth rolled up through, 
Unconscious on her mi(biight march. 
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Into quick flames of emerald break 

The woods against the ruddied light. 
A dance of radiance bickers bright 

As laughter o'er a dimpling cheek ; 

In sapphire rain heayen ripples down : 

The sweet south-winds waft opened wide 
The glory-gates of Summer's tide ; 

A starry sweep of flowers is strown 

Through the green meadows ; white and gold. 
It laughs along the glowing ground : 
Such throng of blessings dance around 

The old World's heart ; lo, these unfold. 

At emerald palace-portals peer 

Quick eyes of Birds that in the sun 
All singing sit, sing every one ; 

Listens each leafy forest-ear. 

Wee cups of faery-wine brim high. 

By the way-side, on brier and bush ; 
As lifted in a holy hush 

By unseen hands for passers by. 
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Her ripe cheek on the air, red Bose 1 

She leaneth from her fragrant bower ; 
Like lady from her latticed tower ; 

And by sweet force of beauty blows I 

Bright-hearted with a golden dream. 

The little daisy lifts its head ; 

Its wee lips glister wet and red ; 
Its smile is as a thankful hymn. 

The wildest weed the wind hath sown. 
The commonest grass, are glorified, 
Even as the Tulip in her pride ; 

The trumpet of her beauty blown. 

All Life lies in a bath of balm, 

Feeling the lavish glory flow ; 

With nought to do but thrill and grow 
In strength, and joy, and luscious calm. 

Now Love breathes dewier delight. 

In cool green wtiys, and tender gloom ; 
Being hath such a dazzling bloom ; 

Its sun of bliss is over-bright. 
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balmy Mom I O tender type I 

Wliat tearM wooings of the May 
Have brought about this bridal-day 

Of Earth the rath, with June the ripe. 

But, we must turn where Greed for Toil 

Hath closed and claspt Morn's pictured book ; 
Where Nature hath a Gnome-like look, 

And from her features dies the smile. 



n. 

Pleasantly rings the Chime that calls to the Bridal-hall 

or Kirk ; 
But the Devil might gloatingly puU for the peal that 

wakes the Child to work I 
" Come, little Children," the Mill-bell rings, and drowsily 

they run. 
Little old Men and Women, and human worms who have 

spun 
The life of Infancy into silk ; and fed. Child, Mother, and 

Wife, 
The factory's smoke of torment, with the fuel of human 

life. 
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O weird white face, and weary bones, and whether they 

hurry or crawl. 
You know them by the factory-stamp, they wear it one 

and all. 
The Factory-Fiend in a grim hush waits till all are in, and 

he grins 
As he shuts the door on the fair, fair world without, and 

heU begins ! 
The least faint living rose of health from the childish 

cheek he strips, 
To run the thorn in a Mother's heart : and ever he sternly 

grips 
His sacrifice ; with Life's soiled waters turns his wildering 

wheels ; 
And shouts, till his rank breath thicks the air, and the 

Child's brain Devil-ward reels. 



From cockcrow until starlight, very patiently they 

plod; 
A sea of human faces turning sadly up to God. 
O wan white winter world that hides no coloured dreams 

of Spring 1 
No summer sunshine brightens; no buds blossom; no 

birds sing. 



60 LADT LJLUEA. 

In at tbe windows Natuie looks^ and sings, and smiles 

them forth, 
To walk with her, and talk with her, and see the summering 

Darth: 
And drink the spicy air in perfumed pathways dim with 

dew; 
While the miracle of Morning raises glorified life anew. 
But they are shut from the heavenly largess ; they must 

stint and moil, 
Tho' Death stares ghastly in their face, and life is endless 

toiL 
Did you mark how vacantly they eyed this land of 

loveliness. 
The Flower of Sleep into their eyes, your heart would ache 

to press. 
The moving gloiy of the heavens, their pomp, and 

pageantry, 
riame in their shadowed faces, but no soul comes up to see. 
Th^ see no Angels lean to them ; th^ stretch no spirit^ 

hand; 
Melodious Beauty sings to them ; th^ cannot understand. 

Yet here, where the sweet flower of life may hoard no 

precious dew. 
To feed its heart of greenness, keep the glory of its hue ; 
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Here, where the fingers of Work and Want keep writing 

silent, slow. 
Their warrant for the grave on many a Mother's darling's 

brow; 
Here, where the Fiend doth trample out the sonl-sparks 

day by day ; 
Here, where such seed of Qod is rotting in the killing 

clay; 
Some Saviour-Seraph walks the waves of sorrow and 

of sin. 
And some poor wrestler doth not sink the wrecking gulfs 

within; 
And aye she rises with her charge in loving arms caressed. 
As Morning rises out of night, her lovei-star on her breast. 



fii nt 



HI. 

In a grand old Gothic Palace, 

The Lady Laura dwells : 
It crowns the warm green vallies. 

High as. their summer-surge swells. 
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There, witli lier emerald chalice, Spring 

Kneels, offering beauty's wine ; 
There, in a land of enchantment, sing 

The birds thro' shower and shine. 
'T is a noble solitude serene^ 

Where the sudden glory glows ! 
'T is a happy nook of nestling green, 

Where that virginal flower blows, — 
Just in the sweetness of the bud, 

Brimming with brightness and balm ; 
The tenderest glimpse of Womanhood 

Golden, and sweet, and calm. 
She is the Lily of the land ; 

Bom neither to spin nor toH : 
She can rest her fair cheek on her dainty white hand. 

While the human honey-bee^ moil. 
O the world of rich yisions that peer in her eyes 1 

Around her what fantasies dance ! 
As she leans in her air of paradise. 

And her bower of dalHance : 
But her earnest life is sorrowfully 

O'ershadowed from above : 
She feels the ache of Life's mystery, 

And she feels the hurt of Love. 
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The Lady Laura's soul is sad 

For the suffering under the sun : 
She looks on the world, and is only glad 

For the duties to be done. 
She might have moved by in the pageant grand. 

Sweet slip of a lordly line ! 
Nor soiled the glory of her white hand, 

And fairy fingers fine ; 
And swam in this world's wine and oil. 

With those who sink for the next, 
Faint with delight, and plundered Toil 

With no strange thought perplext. 
the bumisht stream would have bravely borne 

Her, dancing down in its whirl ; 
And the dark wreck-kingdom have proudly worn 

On its bosom the pure queen-pearl. 
But Sorrow hath toucht her young, young years. 

When their rose-light was smiling and fair ; 
And her eyes have wept the sharp, sharp tears. 

That pierce through all Hiirage of air. 
Ah, the Poor ! with her finer sense she hears 

How they moan in their oloud of care. 
They will tell you down in the vallies 

What the Orphan Heiress hath done ; 



64 LADY LAURA. 

How the grand old Gothic Palace 

With Love's new wine doth run. 
She 's a light on the cold hill-tops that divide 

The poor from their neighbour Bank ; 
The first bright wave of a sluggish tide. 

That hath overleapt its bank. 
And to Lady Laura by window and door. 

Hearts dimb with the Boses up. 
Their blessingB to breathe, and their pride to pour. 

In many a brimming cup. 
Eebel hindrance she treads queenly down. 

Where it stands in her high Throne's way. 
O Fact(»y-Fiend with the fearful frown, 

She vrill bloom in your desert to-day. 



IV. 

The lady Light hath Daughters seven, 
In wedded calm sit smiling fair 
On their cloud-throne ; and down the air 

They float from arms of clasping Heaven. 
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For they their lofty home will leave. 

To winnow, on their golden plumes, 
Through ocean-bowers, and water-glooms ; 

And wondrous spells of beauty weave 

To clothe the sea-shells in their trance 

So lone and cold, with coloured lights. 
And jewel-flames ; till their dense Night 's 

Alive with shapes of radiance. 

On Alpine heights a little Flower 

From its snow-cradle soft doth reach ; 
And with its tiny hands beseech 

The vesture-hem of Eternal Power : 

Then straightway help of heaven descends) 

And vital influences run 

Down golden ladders of the sun. 
And pleading life wins spirit-friends. 

Thus souls in barrenest solitude 

Oft bring the kindly powers down, 
To lighten on them with a crown. 

Or banquet of immortal food. 

B 
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And thus on one poor Worker's sight 
The Lady Laurft through titd mirk 
Bawns^ marvelling how thore may lurk 

A presence toucht with t^ider light. 

His life stands sUl to hear what fate 
Ck>mes with the step of mystery ; 
And husht for some tivcoi to h^ 

In conscious caliii the waters vait. 

She sees a prayer for rest and adr 
In every face, but, in his eyes 
Alone, are childish memories ; 

And his iha only spirit ik&re 

Thai waves the Seraph-wa&d of £re, 

To fright the Serpent fliekeriag near. 
Oae jewd in that dark Mine J jnd clear 

It flashes as she brightois lughetu 

And all besade how dull und giim 1 
Oaaintty^ow of maiden graoe 1 
From out a gohkb ndsi, her faee 

Seems floating, floaloi^ on to him. 
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Daughter of light 1 die seems to swim, 
Afl on tiie wii^ of a m^hty love ; 
Sad-smiliBg that blind woild above ; 

Sunning that hunuin forest dim. 

She i^peaks to him ; die takes his hand ; 

With such a gracious tenderness ! 

The tears up in his eyes will press ; 
Life's desert in sudden flonrer doth stand. 

As when the spirit of Winter old 

Passes away in a dream of spring, 
The quick buds burst, and fluttering 

All into shinunering wings unfold^ 

Aiid wave -so strong* and ifariU so firee, 

M they the wxkeoKd wiorld wodd wing 
Along the warm way of the Spring, 

Wherse they lare dj»wn deUciously : 

fio from his life a burst of wings 

Is flattering lea^like lor «die light ; 
And in that Splendour's wake of white, 

They ^ndce melodious mummiuigs* 

a 2 
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At her soft toucli ethereal dies 

The old dark, as Morning's spear of light 
Doth gently touch the dying night, 

And from it Day, a white Spirit, doth rise. 

Light, Music, Fragrance, seem to kiss 
And swathe him in a bloom of fire ; 
Make shining beauty his attire. 

And bury his dead past in bliss. 



V. 

The Lady Laura took him, in her kind and queeidy way. 
From out that cruel iron world, to the tender human day. 
There all the folded bloom of life like a banner rich unfurled. 
And waved luxuriant in the air of a glad and glorious world. 

She fed his mind, she led his mind, thro' phases strange 

and sweet ; 
Ah, blessed boon to toil and lay the fruitage at her feet ! 
She took his widowed Mother ; bless her full and flowing 

hand! 
To rest her weaiy bones from toil, and live upon her land. 



( 
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Their barren world of poverty with flowers she girdled 

round, 
Till life that toiled with bleeding feet can walk on softer 

ground. 
My Lady comes ; my Lady goes ; his being doth rejoice, 
A breaking sea of rapture ; every wave uplifts a voice. 

like dungeoned foe that seeth the King's daughter walking 

nigh, 
He blesseth the revealing dark for the beauty throned high. 
And iu the beating of his heart, and flashing of his eye, 
His new life standeth waving glory as she passeth by. 

My Lady comes ; my Lady goes ; he can see her day by 

day, 
And bless his eyes with her beauty, and with blessings 

strew her way. 
My Lady comes; my Lady goes; she passes from his sight. 
As daylight dies into the skies, and at her gate stands 

Night. 
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VI. 

Ah, little tliinks my Lady 

Of the subtle seedling sown ; 
But, fruitful was tlie silence 

Where its secret life hath grown. 
'T was nurst with sweet love-rain ; 

At her eyes it drank rich springs ; 
And 't is fed on hidden manna 

That her fragrant beauty brings. 

Ah, little thinks my Lady, 

As the days and seasons roll ; 
How she took him by the hand. 

To pass in to his soul. 
There she lies in a light of smiles ; 

And like a soft caress, 
Her voice goes feeling, feeling" 

With a kiss of tenderness. 
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Love, tbo' shut without, will laugh 

An barriers above ; 
And higher as they soar, still towera 

The stature of mighty Love. 
And bud by bud, the dimbing seed 

Into a tall tree springs I 
Ah, little thinks my Lady 

What the Bird in the branches sings I 
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VIL 

Shb smiled oe me, she smiled on me^ 

And I walk in a glory now ; 
T is writ on mj cheek in a rose of pride ; 

T is read in a light on my brow. 



" She smiled on me^ she smiled on me^ 
And my soul with hliss doth aehe; 
So many a cine to happiness, 
I know not which to take 1 

" She smiled on me, she smiled on me. 
And the human world goes by — 
In a sound as of Angels talking 
'Neath the palms of Paradise nigh. 
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** Slie stoopt to loss me with her smfle. 
Thro' the gIoucU where I darkly lay ; 
As she glided thro' my night. Sweet Moon t 
High on her hesTenly way. 

** She stoopt to kiss me with her smile. 
And life soared np in flame ! 
Sttt, for my worship, not my loss. 
The glorious phantom came. 

" She smiled on me, she smiled on me, 
I think as I sit alone ; 
And my heart o'er ita tender secret 
Is brooding with love's sweet moan. 

" She smiled on me, she smiled on me. 
And that surging smile of light. 
In a happy silence, thro' my life 
Goes eircling oat of sight. 



« 



She smiled on me, and my heart like a Bird 

In dreams of the night doth go 
To make its hride-bed where the little buds red 

Peep warm firom the white, white snow. 

She smiled on me, she smiled on me ; 

Ah me, that in her smiles. 
My heart might break, in a wide loTe-wave, 

On her bosom's happy Isles I'* 
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VIII. 

As earliest flowers, the sweet first-love of Spring, 
Are tenderest in their fragrance — saintliest pure. 
Love's firstlings, budding in the heart, unfold 
Most precious sweet of all the lusty year ; 
And all his life is with their fragrance filled. 
In shy and shady nooks he steals, to brood 
O'er what his heart for kisses lifleth up. 

With a ripe glow in his warm face the Dawn 
Uplifts the veil of dew-mist from the shape 
Of Beauty sleeping on the lap of Earth : 
So down into his secret soul he peers, 
To see the veiled Beauty thro' its mist, 
And bows to bless her where she lies alight. 
Unconscious of the reddening dawn of love. 

A face, like nestling luxury of flowers ; 
Soft hair, on which Light drops a diadem ; 
Twin eyes that smile, — ah, when in their far heaven 
Shall Love stand up and wave the Victor's palm ? — 
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A mouth of roses wet witli damask wine : 
And all the beauty hid from mortal eyes, 
Like lily-bud in leaves of cool green light. 

His happy eyes brim with voluptuous dew, 

Gkithered in the rich air of secret love. 

Anon his heart goes wandering like a wind 

That reels thro' meads of spice, o'er hills of myrrh. 

Drunk with flower-fragrance, and the wine of love. 

And making music at the lightest touch. 

Till faint with sweet it wearies into rest. 



IX. 

• 

Lapt of the forest 

Is the Silver Birk ; 
Shimmering in the sunshine ; 

Shivering at the mirk ; 
Booking in her rapture ; 

A dancing Psaltress slim I 
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Her hair a shower of beauty I 

Her motioB a glory-swim I 
Or, when dewy twilight 

F^urs its chrism of balm. 
And her tremulous bosom 

Fills with a tender calm. 
'Mid the dance of colours. 

And semitones of green. 
Gleams this daintier Spirit 

That in leafdom is the Queen. 
Of aU the trees o' the forest, 

He loves the Silver Birk, 
Shimmering in the sunshine, 

Shivering at the mirk. 
So like the Lady Laiura 

In her purity and grace ; 
Dreaming in its shadow. 

Often rose her face i 
And as when a Sunburst 

Goldens the green aisles. 
The woodland water smileth. 

So his heart within him smiles. 
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X. 

"Just a smile i' the face of Nature; 

Just a mirror of May-mom ; 
Is tbe sMning, comely creature, 

Worsliipt by the peasaDi-Vorn. 
Beauty has no rarer blossom. 

Budding fain, or flowering fair; 
Nestling to a Mother's bosom, 

If a lover's hand should dare. 

" She is graceful as the greenly 

Waving boaghs in smnmer wind ; 
And her beauty calm and queenly 

Wears its royal crown of mind. 
were I the prince of plenty ; 

O were she my own wed Wife ; 
Love would bring the crowning dainty. 

To the banquet of my life. 

" Might I bear Love's shield above her ; 

Might I snood her silken hair ; 
How my heart would round her hover 

On the tender wings of care 1 
Ah, dear Heaven, all blessings shower 

On her sweet life's balmy bud ; 
Till it lift immortal flower. 

In the blooming fields of Grod." 
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XI. 

A DAZZLING wonder in the dark of Dreams, 

His heart-hid Jewel gleams ; 

And for a peerless richness it doth range 

The zones of radiant change. 

Breathing soft; hues the glorious thing doth shine, 

With lustres Opaline. 

The shifting Sapphire lovingly beguiles. 

With dewy azure smiles. 

The Buby now with eye of crimson yearns. 

Or like a blood-drop bums. 

The Amber in transparent hand doth hold 

Imprisoned flame of gold. 

Now twinkles from soft shade the Emerald tender, 

A drop of cool green splendour. 

Or, with love-drooping eye, the Pearl o' the deep 

Melts in a sea of sleep. 

And now, wide ope, it lights the inner night, 

A starry Chrysolite. 

And aye, for a peerless richness it doth range 

The zones of radiant change. 
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XIL 

One of the sileBt Poets of tbe world who find no word 

To utter their dumb soul of love, so^ l&e tiie shy ni^t^bird, 

They break their hearts in muac; die in sonow'ji solitude ; 

One Autunm eve he sat beneath the Beauty of the Wood ; 

Where Birds of Thou^ so often brougpht his lore ambro- 
sial food ; 

When all the spirits of the floweii stole fintii f the hush 
of night. 

And all the greeny silenoe skunbeffed in a cbemn of light. 

The world lay in a purple calm, and tenderness of tears ; 
In every pulse of being lived the tenderness of years. 
He had wrestled with his passion, — caught up in its wild 

caress — 
Yoluptuous as a Bride of Fire, with aims as pitiless. 
He had wept his pain in a fieiy rain^imd a calm came o'er 

his tears. 
As a vision of sweet Peace comes treading down War's 

cruel spears* 
Then in a trembling confidence of love to himself he talkt. 
And sang above his whispering heart, that felt what Spirit 

walkt. 
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" We cannot UR, the wintij pall 
Tiom bnried life ; nor bring 
Back, with Love's passionate thinking, aU 

The glory of the Spring. 
But soft along the old green way 

We feel her breath of gold ; 
fier radiaiit ▼estnre ripples gaj, — 
« She comes I and all is tdd. 

'* So in Her absence Memory 

Aye strives, but cannot paint 
The Yifflon of sweet Mqesty ; 

The beaaty of my Saint. 
She comes 1 like dawn in spring her fiime 1 

Hy winter-world doth melt ; 
The thorns with Boses wave a-flame ! 

She smilesl and all is felt." 

Is it a Tision 1 or the pure pale face 

Of Lady Laura, blossoming from the trees ? 

Strange fire consumes the rich dew of her ^es ! 

Trembles her lip ; her soul, tho* very calm. 

Gleams like a naked sword from its soft sheath. 

Ah, she has found his secret in its nest? 

And will she crush him with her sflent seom? 

He dare not know. She speaks ; be sooroely faeavs^ 

So load the blood goes siogii^ thiough bk btam. 
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" I am no longer mistress at the Hall ; 
False friends usurp my title and my lands. 
And keep them till the Law shall do me right. 
I leave to-morrow mom. I think you have 
The mounting spirit to rise where'er you fall. 
And shall rejoice to mark your fortunes shine.'' 

She paused ; he raised his eyes to hers, and saw 
The unuttered something that could not be told. 
Her rustling robe thrilled all his Hfe, and soft 
Her fragrant footsteps died upon the night. 



xin. 

Like one caught in the Tempest's arms unseen, 
Pasht overboard unheard, and left all night 
With the mad waves, blindfolded by the gloom, 
All thro' that desolate dark he wrestled lone ; 
Tossing tumultuous in a storm of soul ; 
And Hved his life o'er in the agony stem ; 
As on the drowning mshes all the past. 

Again he saw her in the Silk-mill stand 
Complete in beauty, crowned with meekest calm, 
As missioned Angel down to Hell wings when 
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Some sufPering spirit's time is up in heaven. 
He went with her among the Poor where fell 
Her smHe as sunshine on a ripening land ; 
And from the folded flowers of thorny life. 
Her presence charmed a kindlier spirit forth. 
He hoarded up their blessings in his heart. 

He saw her in the spring-dawns gliding down, 
Like Morning on the world, to tend the flowers 
That from her touch sprang thrilling with delight. 
Darkened into himself, he watcht, all eye, 
Like Spirit that sees its mortal love go by. 
Itself invisible. 

In languorous noons 
Of summer, when, a Shape of fragrant warmth, 
Nature seems glowing thro' her sumptuous robe ; 
Her softened beauty rounding tenderly ; 
And from behind the tapestiy of flowers, 
Her pantings take you with ambrosial breath ; 
He in the cool, green shadows would lie down. 
O'er him the leaves a lowe of glimmering gold. 
To kiss where the beloved foot had toucht. 
With lip of crimson fire, and fondling cheek, 
All tingling thro* and thro' with costly life. 

He saw the visible Divinity 

F 
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0' the time and place, taking her twilight walk, 
All starrily moving in an air of smiles ; 
The serious sea-blue dreaming in her eyes ; 
Her lofty beauty robed about with heaven. 
He fed upon her fairness daintiest-hued. 
And drank the wine of wonder as she went. 
So tender hour by hour, love grew in his heart ; 
A dew-drop in the flower's cup held toward heaven. 

Ah, happy times, when on the top of life 

He saw her beauty's daily sunrise, heard 

Her voice, breathed holy air made fragrant by her. 

And in her presence cloud-like sunned himself. 

With such sweet silent awe ; while all his heart 

With rich love trembled as 't would break for bliss ; 

Like shaken dews in jewelled cups of mom ! 

Ah, happy nights, and lustrous darks, in which 
He watcht her casement when the house was mute, 
Where the tall Chestnuts husht her beauty round. 
Uplifting in their hands a light of flowers I 
And Silence took the place in loving arms. 
There with its speechless yearning strove his heart, 
O'erflowing till the night was filled with love. 

How often thro' the winter wind and rain. 



LADY LAUEA. 8^ 

His spirit fluttered to her winged with blessings* 
And he stood clothed and warmed with thoughts of her ; 
And thro' the darkness and the cold, his love 
Glowed like a watch-fire in a wilderness ; 
Or glistened upward in a light of tears ; 
Soul-diamonds of the purest water — tears 
Such as the Angels wear for jewels in IJeaven ; 
Trembling with tenderness, alive with light. 
Ah, happy times that wave their sad farewells. 
To come no more, no more, Nevermore ! 
To him, who, tasting the forbidden tree. 
Now sat at Eden gates, and they were closed. 

Sudden a thought struck new life thro' him as strikes 
Land on the swimmer's feet who gives up lost ! 
He who could die for her, could he not live 
For her, and help her win her rightful throne P 
He sat not down on shore to mourn his wreck ; 
Not his the heart to wail when he might work. 

That night hath passed ; but from its death-bed rose 

A Star, to sing and sparkle in his soul, 

And light him to some crowned accomplishment. 



F 2 
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XIV. 

O MiuHTY mystery London, there be children still, who 

hold 
Her palaces are silver-rooft, her parements are of gold ; 
And blindly in that dark of fate, they grope for the golden 

prize, 
For somewhere hidd^i in her heart the charmed treasure 

lies. 
Such gloiy burning in the skies, she lifts her crown of light 
Above the dark, we see not what we trample in the night. 
O merry world of London ! O aching world of moan, 
How many a soul hath stoopt to thee, and lost its starry 

throne ! 
There Circe brims her sparkling ruby, dancing welcome, — 

laughs 
All scruples down with wicked eye, and the crazed lover 

quaffs. 
Until the fires of Hell have left white ashes on his lips ; 
And there they pass whose tortured hearts the worm that 

dies not grips. 
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The stricken crawl apart to die. There, many a bosom 

heaves 
With merry laughters moumfol as the dancing of dead 

leaves. 
There griping Greed rich-heaps the yellow wealth of Bank 

and Shop, 
As Autumn leaves grow goldenest when rotten-ripe to drop : 
And many melt the marrow of their Manhood, born its 

bloom. 
In Passion's serpent arms, and with her kiss of fire 

consume : 
And sideling Vanity seeks a mirror in each passing face. 
But through the dark some luminous lives flash up and 

pray Heaven's grace. 

AH beauteous stand her Idols shining on their azure height. 
And from their fairy heaven lean veiled Shapes, half-dim, 

half-bright ; 
They draw us with a dream delicious to the aching sight ; 
Armfiils of warm delight, white waists, ripe lips, and 

merry Brides ; 
Life-dew in melting roses, low sweet music, worlds besides 1 
And day by day, on each highway, from many a sunny 

shire. 
The country life comes green to wither for the hungry fire. 
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All into London leaping, leaping flows the human sea, 
Where, a wreck at heart, or a prize in arms, the waves 

flash merrily. 
With a prayer to God on high, he sees the tumult, hears 

the strife. 
And dives, from out the gulfs to snatch a nobler- 
crowned life. 
The Lady Laura leaneth like a bending heaven above, 
And his life is safely steadied with the anchor of his love. 

Three times into the City's heart there ran the news of 

Spring: 
Sweet primrose-time is come again, and the silver showers 

sing. 
The cloudy imagery of heaven sails o'er him day by day, 
He watches parching as the Palm when the rain floats far 

away. 
All thirsty, as the Hero's soul with glory's burning 

drouth! 
And yearning, as the dying yearn for a death-bed in the 

South I 
For Spring's warm breath, and bright caress, and plea- 
sant feel of leaves. 
And all her beauty wet with mom, his heart within him 

grieves. 
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The country memories rich inlaid, so fragrantly are stirred, 
As spioe-winds whisper something low, or sings a careless 

Bird. 
The green-woods beckon spirit-like thro' a dream of azure 

sky; 
All heaven looks out &om a flower as from the Beloved's 

eye, 
And visions of a lovelier-lighted life move glimmering by. 

Above that wilderness of life he often sat alone, 

Watching the surges of his soul, which, ever and anon, 

Revealed the proud wave- wrestler Hope forever battling on! 

And ever thro' the dark the Lady Laura's star-smUe shone. 

Ah, the dear night was all his own, then life rose starry- 
towered ; 

Full-honeyed with its folded Spring, his shut heart bud- 
like flowered. 

Upon the stream that pines all day, the calm of heaven 
doth rest, 

And its Star of love, tho' far above, keeps bridal on its 
breast. 

Pure, pained, Loveliness! she walks a world of wrong 
and guile, 

Yet nightly looketh in his face with the same sweet, 
patient smile. 
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While ever and for ever goeth up to God for doom, 

The City's breath of life and death, in gloiy or in gloom ; 

And there it rings each spirit round, of light or darkness 

woven. 
And they shall wake and walk their self-unfolded hell or 

heaven. 
Nightly a merry harvest-home the Devil in London drives. 
And gathers on the shores of hell the wreck of human lives. 
While God sits over all, in heaven, and in His hand doth 

hold. 
The Flower of Silence shedding worlds like seed of sunny 

gold. 



XV. 



A LONELY life, a lonely lot ; 

He climbs his mountain day by day ; 

But finds beside the stoniest way 
Love's wild rock-honey, and fainteth not. 
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He sees the Vision sMne afar ; 

Sweet wedded lives in happy home ; 

And strains his eyes against the gloom, 
Like Nuns that throb at prison-bar, 

Wooed by a dear and dazzling dream. 

When thro' the mirk Love's glory bums. 
The hearth of Home warm welcome yearns ; 

His face is glowing with the gleam 

And sparkle of their brimming cup, 

Who round the home-altar dance and sing, 
All in a golden maniage-ring. 

And light with love Life's picture up. 

They sit in nestling nook, and see 

The ripening promise of the years ; 
The budding quicks, the springing ears ; 

Flowers honey-wet, and fruits to be. 

As bridal-gifts from God above, 

The Children bring their glad new spring ; 

Past joy's refrain their voices ring, 
All loud with mirth, or Ipwn with love. 
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Fine actions feed Love's holy fire. 

Like sandal-wood of fragrant gold ; 
TiU heaven-ward, glorious to behold, 

It breaks, in many a splendid spire. 

There, hand in hand, they reach across 
A double range of rich delights ; 
And climb in safety where the heights 

Of Life have many a chasm of Loss. 

A happy soul in song doth gush. 

Ere closes their day-book of bliss, 
So softly clasped with a kiss. 

While eyes with tears of trembling flush. 

" blessed Bird that soars and sings. 
And moves in heaven on triumphing wings ; 

Then drops to rest 

Within my breast. 
And aye some bahn of blessiug brings. 
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Flower of mine. Life's stream may start 
Thy trembling leaves, but cannot thwart 

Love's calm below. 

Where wed roots grow 
In twin strength, smiling heart to heart. 
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O crest of beauty on my brow ; 

light of love upon my prow ; 
To the death-dark, 
I row my bark ; 

You gild with glory as we go." 



'T is merry to walk the deck of life, 

The' billows beat, and the wild winds blow ; 

And proudly feel they rest below ; 
That precious freightage, weans and wife. 

But, he drifts on, in lonely bark, 

Past shining home, and singing isle. 
Fine Apparition, with a smUe 

Like spirit-music ! in the dark 

Thy sudden beauty lightens near. 

And bows him to the knees in prayer. 
He needs long draughts of heavenly air. 

Who dives to clutch a pearl so dear. 
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XVI. 

To-day, 'mid fall of palms tlie Victor stands ; 
His brows are bound by Lady Laura's bands. 
He conquered. To her feet be brought the prize ; 
Twin worlds of bliss rose throbbing in her eyes. 
Sparkled her smiling soul like that of a child, 
And, smiling, all her luminous body smiled. 



The lilies, white upon her stream of life. 
Heaved with the sweet feel of its dancing strife. 
She, glowing happy as the languorous South, 
When Spring doth kiss her on the flowery mouth. 
From out her heart's heaven a sweet simple Grace 
Came blushing all the secret in her face. 
And dyed her beauty daintier for embrace. 
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He lookt inta the windows of her eyes, 
To see Love, sitting by the hearth, arise 
And let him in, and lead him to his throne. 
For love and worship thro' all worlds his own. 
Her virgin tree at a trembling touch doth move ; 
Into his bosom drops the fruit of love. 

Upon his life now leaneth dewily 

The rose of her ripe beauty rare to see. 

In honeyed light, and sweet with pleasant showers. 

Lies all the land, a coloured flame of flowers ; 

And with a sidelong grace smiles of the sight ; 

Heaven shakes its bridal torch and laughs delight. 

On her white holy hand the ring of gold 
Exults its branch of glory to enfold* 
Comes forth in greeting all the country side. 
To welcome Lady Laura home, a Bride. 
Ring, merry beUs, ring, bUthesome bridal bells ! 
To the tune of happy hearts your triumph swells. 



94 LADY LAURA. 



XVII. 

" My life lay like a Sea-bad, dark upon the watery wold. 
That feels when Spring is in the world, and striveth to unfold. 
The breath of Love passed o'er me, and the Spring went langhing by. 
Till on a sudden I was 'ware. Beloved, thou wert nigh ! 
The Bird of Love to my window came, and sang a strain divine. 
Sweet Bird 1 he makes his nest, I said, 'neath other eaves than 

mine: 
But many a day hath come and gone, and still he sits and sings 
His song of happy futures, and of dear remembered things. 
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My life went darkling like the Earth, nor knew it shone a Staf 

To that dear Heaven on which it hung in worship firom afiur. 

0, many bared their beauty like brave flowers to the bee ; 

She might have ranged thro' sunny fields, but nestled down by me : 

A King upon his Throne might have smiled her to his side ; 

But, with a lowly nugesty she came to me, my Bride, 

And grandly gave her love to me, the dearest thing on EarUi, 

Like one who gives a jewel, all onweeting of its worth. 
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" 0, was it an Immortal Child, left hj a fair Bream-Bride, 
Seen. in a world of vision with mine eyes stretcht spirit-wide? 
Or was the Image pictured, hj the sun of another life, 
In secret soul, that I might know its living like my Wife P 
I know not ; but, when luminous she floated on to me, 
Methought she flamed from out the mist of some far memory. 
The hidden Love just stirring the spring-roses of her face ; 
The picture of sweet Saintliness ; the glory and the grace. 

" 'T was when the Earth her green lap spreads for Summer's gor- 
geous gifts; 
And plump for kisses of the Sun, her ripened cheek uplifts ; 
When maiden May was caught and kist in lusty arms of June ; 
She newly strung my harp of life, and played its sweetest tune. 
0, 1 had been content to Uve in a cottage of the clay. 
So I might see and bless her, when she chanced to pass that way ; 
But she swam down from her heaven, with a look of glorious pride, 
And I clasp my heart's sweet Vision ; lo 1 a nestling human Bride. ' 
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ZVIII. 

Calm is tbeir sheltered shore of life, caressed 
By gentle tides of peace, whose murmurs are 
Of storms at rest, and sorrows sanctified. 
But not for them alone the honey-time. 
And bliss of being ! hearts were all too full 
Of lusty longing for all human good. 
And happiness was only meant to share. 
That luminous revealer^ hallowing Love, 
Grave them the seeing eye, not drooping lid. 
His chosen are but caught up into Heaven, 
For wider vision of a suffering Earth. 
Their lavish bliss ran over to make rich. 
And kindle with a spring of laughing life 
The poor world kneeling at the feet of theirs. 
And not forgotten was that Factory-world, 
Which like a doomed Ship far away i' the night 
Pleaded — each port-hole lighted up for help 1 



LADY LAUBA. 97 

Christ on the Cross for eighteen hundred years. 
And still His Poor their long redemption wait — 
Still tempted of the De?il in the Desert. 
Still are they, crouching by the fireless hearth. 
In the dead winter often driven to bum 
The bravest hangings of their house of life. 
To scare the gaunt wolf Hunger, whose eyes glare 
In at the window lit with bloody lust 1 
Sometimes a cry runs throbbing thro' the night. 
As tho' Creation quickened with the birth 
Of new life strange and monstrous, in our world. 
Then startled Pear firom his high lattice looks, 
With face as white as death-toucht Want's below : 
There rage a people like a forest of fire I 
Grim on the banner Labour's challenge flames, 
" Leave to live working, or die fighting." 

Fear 
Sends forth his Guards, and to his pillow slinks. 
Bed Murder leaps up sudden in their midst ; 
The gathering of fierce suffering breaks in blood : 
Begins again the old long agony. 
And Order reigns I tho' many a day the Ghost 
Of BiCvolution at his banquet sits, 
And standeth Sentry at his door o' nights. 
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O hopeless Poo?, and impotently Rich! 

O hurrying host of battling enmities. 

That, fighting, feel no earthquake rock the ground ! 

O human world, panting without the pale 

Of harmony, the universal law. 

Like Soul, with troublous wail, shut out of bliss I 

Shall it not come, the time of which we dream 

To crown long years of strife, and blood, and tears. 

When firom the Book the Poet's thought i^li step 

Clothed on with human tineaments, and live P 

And this Ideal of our hopeful Brave 

Come down and dwell with us in daily life. 

And Earth and Heaven lie in eaeh other's arms ? 

They deem so, who, witk visionaiy eyes. 

Have held <»mBuinion with that world to come ; 

Our wedded pair : their feith made qidck by love ; 

They look within — ^its Shadow oomes that way. 

And they will make thrar outer life a dial. 

On which the inner Ught may rise and shine ; 

And touch with radiance soft some sullen spot 

Where falls the Devil's shadow, till a smile 

Is on its face as it turns up to God. 

Sing Ho for the New World and its golden age 

Of delicate dream-work, and of rich romance. 
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They bougM the Factoiy : turned its stream of toil 

To a flood of Joy, on Lady Laura's lands. 

There Life, whose dark and stagnant waters swarmed 

With hideous things, in meny radiance ru^s ; 

Brightens with health, and breaks in frolic spray ; 

Peeps thro' a garland green, and laughs in light ; 

Its rest, blessed as tho' the calm high heavens 

Had lookt it into a transiiguring trance, 

Then with light-hearted morrow sparkling on — 

So to the dark arch Death, thro' which the stream 

Will bicker or darken for the shoreless sea. 

They built their little world, wherein the Poor 
Might grow the flower of Hope, and fruit of Love ; 
And human trees, with outstretcht arms of cheer. 
Might mingle music, wreathe in bud and bloom. 
And in their branches nest the birds of God, 
That in immortal beauty whitely hover. 
But come not down to build while boughs are bare. 

They bought and sold, they ploughed, and sowed, snd reapt. 
Cheapness, Free Trade, and such Economy 
As suck their strength from human blood and tears ; 
Feeding on beauty's waste, and Childhood's spring ; 
Shredding with wintry hand life's leafy prime ; 

6 2 



100 LADT LAUBA. 

They bowed not down to — Baal of the strife 
That gives the Beyil his own rantage-ground. 
Where each man^s hand is at his brother's throat ; 
The knight in golden mail combats the naked ! 
And hearts must nm with neyer-tiring wheels ! 
The weak go down ; the Victors merciless 
Still wield the Swoi d of Selfish interest. 
To win their crown of Indiridaal gain. 
And throne of Isolation cold and kme. 

Not this, but life of freedom, law of lore ; 
The wine-press trod by each, the cup for all ; 
In this serener world — ^tMs morning star 
That rises out of chaos and the night. 
Like throbbing heart of some Millennial Day. 
Here, life is no soul-sickening round of toil ; 
No need to blink the Spirit's longing sight. 
Here, simple Childhood opens remal eyes. 
And young blood dances thro' the veins of Age. 
White Cottage homes rise Irom the sea of gieen. 
Like clouds where happy spirits sit and sing. 

The old wild-brier. Labour, from which spring 
The radiant Boses of a warmer world. 
With kindlier nurture blossoms forth anew,. 
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A glory of Flowers, and wears immortal green ; 

Breaks tlie stem granite, sparkling into beauty. 

And precious jewels glow from common stones : 

Soft white hands smoothe the brow of wrinkled Wrath ; 

The gentle balm of Love makes hard eyes soft. 

And melted hearts to swim thro' woe-worn looks. 

With sweet and delicate human tenderness. 

The trampled battle-£eld of sin-scarred faces 

Is heal^ with the harvest of ripe love ; 

Its frowning furrows crowned with ridged smiles. 

Over their World where Passion hurtled down 
Naming instead of beauty, as its sun, 
And all around was black eternal night ; 
Love's radiant shadow sheds an atmosphere 
Of soft celestial brightness, calm, and peace. 
And Life goes hand in hand with happy things ; 
111 lovely shadow-lands with spirits talks ; 
There with all gracious Shapes of Beauty walks, 
And wins their motion, majesty, and mien ; 
And rears his temple rich for God, inlaid 
With precious jewels and colours fair, and cries, 
" Behold how good and joyful a thing it is 
To dwell together in peace and unity." 

Thus Lady Laura and her peasant lord 
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Built o^er the dead past their proud monument. 
That signals to far time» their message of love : 
And God was with them smiling on their work. 
They wrought not without hindrance, sorrow and pain 
Who work for [Freedom win not in an hour : 
Their cost of conquest neyer can be summed ! 
They toil and toil thro*^ many a bitter day. 
And dark, when false friends fiee, and true ones faint. 
The seed of that great Truth from which shall spring 
The forest of the futiffe, and give shade 
To the reapers of the harvest, must be watcht 
With faith that fails not, fed with rain of tears. 
And walled around with life that, fighting, fell. 
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Like peering Children down some distant lane. 

What time with pealiiig pomp and pageant shows 

The Battle in its bravery bkeons by. 

We peered into the passing world of War — 

Its crowning Heaven pnlst with stany hopes — 

Its crowded Hell of red and writhing pain ; 

With hearts that ached or bnmed, as kindled eheeks 

Flamed up in reddening shame, or bloom of pride. 

And told the story as the pictures rose. 

How England swooned beneath the kiss of Peace, 

And languisht in her long voluptuous dream. 

While weed-like oreatores crept along her path. 

Where leapt of old proud waves of glorious life, 

The sluggish channels choked with golden sand« 
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The hois of light rose shilling far away, 

Where she should stand and touch the hem of Heaven ; 

But, daj by day she darkened deeper down. 

The cold, grim Shadow stretcht o'^er half the earth. 

Came freezing round her watehfire's dying flame. 

While spirit-finger-pointings signalled her. 

And spirit-rustlings surged the air in vain. 

A tearless anguish flamed from Poland's eyes 
When the red Deluge closed above her head : 
Sodden with suffering and unwept tears. 
The heart of Hungary pled in nlenee stem : 
Poor Italy lay in her guarded grave, 
Her life all erouehing in one listening sense. 
To catch aught stirring in the upper world : 
Out of the North the brute Colossus strode. 
With grimly solemn pace, proud in the might 
That moves not but to crush, and terribly towered 
Its growing shape thro' Battle's J)loody gap 
Where Nations fell ; and like a Cyclops' eye 
Its one idea lit it to the prey : 
While pale Expediency paltered for 
Our peaceful chance of being eaten last. 

And England slumbered in the lap of Peace, 



GLIMPSES OF THE WAB. 107 

Beneatli her grand old Oak, which, hale and strong, 
Eode down the stcHin, and wrestled with the winds. 
To rise in pomp of bloom, and psean of song, 
Green with the sap of many hundred springs ; 
And tossed its giant arms in wanton life. 
Like Yietory smiling in the sun of Glory. 
She saw not how the worms eat out its heart, 
life deftly masks the hiding-place of death ; 
And Bain leads his Bride in a garland green 
For sacrifice. So England slept in peace. 
And in the glamour of h^ dream she saw 
Brave fancies foot it holding Freedom's pall. 
Waving their funeral links for bridal lights. 

Came Nemesis, her lightnings stabbed the dark, 

To show the way, and startled England woke I 

Behold the glorious creature leaping from 

Delilah's lap, to the battle-chariot. 

Like Sternness stript for strife. Grim-wooing War 

Mirrors his terribfe beauty in her face ; 

Her heart is dancing to a loftier tune. 

On fire to bring the death-strokes hand to hand. 

The br%htne8s of her look consumes the cloud* 

Ah, God hath caUed His Chosen once again, 

And the Old Guard of Freedom takes the field. 
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Rejoicing in the glory of her strength, 

Like some proud cataract she shouts for the strife, 

And hurls her hurrying waves of valour down. 

The glorious shudder of intrepid blood 

Hurtles thro' all her veins, and Victory's voice 

Cries from the inmost oracle of her soul. 

Her swift avenging armaments shaU flame 

O'er land and -sea, sublime as when of old 

With a colossal calm she rode the waves 

Of war, M^t heaved magniicent in storm. 

The noble prophecy of ripened age 

Was on her youthful brow ; fulfilment comes. 

She lifts the Ark of Freedom in her arms. 

Safe thro' the deluge of a warring world. 



II. 



Foe Freedom's battle march auld Scotland's brave, 
And Edinburgh streets are piled with life to-day. 
High on her crags the royal City sits, 
And sees the files of war far-winding out. 
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And with the gradoas golden Morning smQes 
Her proudest blessing down. Old Arthur's Seat 
Plings up fais cap of doud for brave success ; 
The Pentlands lift their veil and lean to see ; 
But the old Castle standeth staidly stem. 
As some scarred Chief who sends his boys to battle : 
While the Sea flashes in the sun, our Shield, 
So rich in record c^ heroic names ! 

The gay Hussars come riding thro' the town, 
A light of triumph sparkling in their eyes ; 
The Music goeth shouting in their praise. 
Like a loud people round the Victor's car ; 
And Highland plumes together nod as though 
There went the Funeral Hearse of a Eussian Host : 
The bickering bayonets flutter wings of Are, 
And gaily sounds the March o' the Cameron Men. 

The War-steeds sweeping — men to battle going — 
Singing the freeman's songs of fatherland — 
The banners with old battle-memories stirred — 
The wave of Beauty's hand — ^meed of her eyes — 
The thrilling Pibroch, and the wild war-drum. 
The stem sword-music of our grand Hurrah, 
And answering cheer for death or victory — 
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AU make me tingle with a triumpk of life. 
And I could weep that I am left behind, 
To see the tide ebb where I may not follow. 
And there they march afield, those gallant men ; 
To win proud death, or larger life, they leave 
Home's rosy circle ringed with blessings rich, 
For the far darkness, and the battle-cloud. 
Where many have fall'n, and many yet must fall, 
In spurring their great hearts up to the leap, 
For such brave dashes at unconquered heights. 
The shadow of solemn Sorrow falls behind, 
Where sobbing Sweethearts look their loving last, 
And weeping Wives hold up the little ones. 
The sun sets in their faces, life grows grey, 
And sighs of desolation sweep its desert. 
The winter of the heart aches in the eyes 
Of Mothers who have given their all, their all. 

And yet methinks the Heroic Time returns. 

Such look of triumph lit the meanest face 

To-day : there seemed no heart so earthy but 

Had some blind gropings after nobler life. 

With hands that reacht toward God's Gate BeautiM. 

Our England bright'ning thro' the battle-smoke, 

Had toucht them with her glory's lovelier light. 
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And though their darlings fall, and the' they die 
In this death-grapple in the night with Wrong; 
The memory of their proud deeds cannot die. 
Th^ may go down to dust in bloody shrouds. 
And sleep in nameless tombs. But for all time. 
Foundlings of Fame are our beloyed Lost. 
For me, this day of glorious life shall be 
One of the starry brides of Memory, 
Whose glittering faces light the night of souL 
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Twine a garland for the grave 
Of our Beautiful ! our Brave ! 
And their names in glory grave 

Who have died for us. 
High the battle-banner wave ! 
They have pwisht but to save. 
They have leapt a Curtian grave 

In their pride for us. 
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IV. 

Omi <Ad War-banners on the wind 

Were dancing merrily o'er them ; 
Our half world husht with hope behind — 

The sullen Foe before them ! 
They trode their march of battle, bold 

As death-deyoted freemen ; 
Like those Three Hundred Greeks of old. 

Or Eome's immortal Three Men. 
Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory ! 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 
But, O \ for such an hour with thee. 

Who could not die to-morrow P 

With towering heart and lightsome feet 
They went to their high places ; 

The fiery valour at white heat 
Was flashing in their faces ! 
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Magnificent in battle-robe, 

And radiant, as firom star-lands. 
That spirit shone which girds our globe 

With glory, as with garlands i 
Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory ! 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 
But, O i for such an hour with thee. 

Who ooiild not die to-morrow ? 

They saw the Angel Ms o'ct 

Their deluge of grim fire ; 
And with their life's last tide they bore 

The Ark of Freedom higher ! 
And grander 't is i' the dash of death 

To ride on Battle's billows, 
When Victory's kisses take the breath. 

Than sink on balmiest pillows I 
Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory ! 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 
But, ! for such an hour with thee. 

Who could not die to-morrow ? 

Brave Hearts, with noble feeling flusht. 

In ripe and ruddy riot 
But Yesterday \ how are ye husht 

Beneath the smile of Quiet I 

H 
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¥or us tliey pour'd their blood like wine. 

From life's ripe-gather'd dusters ; 
And far thro' History's night shall shine 

Their deeds with starry lustres. 
Ah, Yictory ! joyful Victory ! 

Like Lore, thou bringest sorrow ; 
But, O ! for such an hour with thee. 

Who eould not die to-morrow P 

We laid them not in Churchyard home. 

Beneath our darling daisies : 
But to their rude mounds Love will come» 

And sit, and sing their praises. 
And soothly sweet shall be their rest 

Where Yictoiy's hands have crown'd them; 
To Earth our Mother's bosom prest, 

And Heayen's arms around them. 
Ah, Yictoiy ! joyful Yictory I 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 
But, ! for such an hour with thee, 

Who could not die to-morrow ? 

Tes, there they lie 'neath Alma^s sod, 

On pillows dark and gory, — 
As brave a host as ever trod 

Old England's fields of glory. 
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With head to home and face to sky, 

And feet the Tyrant spuming, 
So grand they look, so proud they lie. 

We weep for glorious yearning. 
Ah, Victory 1 joyful Victory I 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 
But, 1 for such an hour with thee. 

Who could not die to-morrow P 

They in Life's outer circle sleep. 

As each in death stood Sentry 1 
And with our England's Dead still keep 

Their watch for kin and country. 
Up Alma, in their red footfaUs, 

Comes Preedom's dawn victorious ; 
Such graves are courts to festal halls I 

They banquet with the Glorious. 
Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory I 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 
But, 1 for such an hour with thee« 

Who could not die to-morrow P 

Our Chiefs who matcht the men of yore, 
And bore our shield's great burden, — 

The nameless Heroes of the Poor, — 
They all shall have their guerdon. 

H 2 
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In silent eloquence, each life 

The Earth holds up to heaven ; 
And Britain gives for Child and Wife, 

As those dear hearts have given. 
Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory I 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 
But, O ! for such an hour with thee. 

Who could not die to-morrow ? 

The spirits of our fathers still 

Stand up in battle by us ; 
And in our need, on Alma hill, 

The Lord of Hosts was nigh us. 
Let Joy or Sorrow brim our cup, 

*T is an exultant story. 
How England's Chosen Ones went up 

"Red Alma's hill to glory. 
Ah, Victory ! joyful Victory 1 

Like Love, thou bringest sorrow ; 
But, ! for such an hour with thee. 

Who could not die to-morrow ? 
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V. 

Twine a garland for the grave 
Of our Beautiful I our Brave ! 
And their names in glory grave 

Who have died for us. 
High the battle-banner wave ! 
They have perisht but to save, 
They have leapt a Curtian grave 

In their pride for us. 



VI. 

How they conquer, gallant guarders, with the red wet 

sword in hand ! 
How thy life, at their brave ardours, crimsons high with 

health, Old Land 1 
How they run the race of gloiy! how they light these 

darkened years ! 
In our land's heroic story, 't is the proudest tale of tears 
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In the Alma's vineyards ruddy, did they toil for our in- 
crease; 

In the fields of battle bloody, they shall plant our palms 
of Peace. 

They may rest by Alma river ; they may die in deserts 
drear: 

But for ever, and for ever, shall our countiy hold them dear. 

With her smile the Angel Duty lit their brows as with a 

crown ; 
And for love of her dear beauty they to death go grandly 

down. 
Eyes may weep the nnretuming ; hearts will break with 

Mother and Bride : 
But, on Britain's front no mourning glooms for those 

who thus have died. 
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VII. 

Twine a garland for the grave 
Of our Beautiiul I our Brave ! 
And their names in glory grave 

Wko have died for us. 
High the batde-banner wave ! 
They have perisht but to save. 
They have leapt a Curtian grave 

In their pride for us. 
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Sit proud in your saddles ! grip tighter each blade I 
We ride, ho, we ride a magnificent raid ! 
To-day win a ^ory that never shall fade. 
Old England for ever ! Hurrah 1 

O the lightning of life 1 the thunder of steeds ! 
Great thoughts bum within us like fiery seeds, 
Swift to flame out a red fruitage of deeds. 
Old England for ever ! Hurrah ! 
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O tbe wild joy of Warriors going to die. 
All Sword, aud all Flame, wifcb our brows lifted high ! 
Eide on, happy band, for the gloiy swims nigh. 
Old England for ever I Hurrah I 

Chariots of fire in the dark of death stand ; 
Down thro^ the battle-cloud reaches a Hand 
To crown all who die for their own dear land. 
Old Englaxkd for ever I Hurrah I 

The Sea of Flame wraps us now f take one long breath, 
And plunge for the prize of Immortals, beneath. 
Shout to the cannonade, shouting to Death : 
Old England for ever I Hurrah I 

Spring to now I dash thro' now I and desve crest and crown 1 
For each Toe round you strown now, a wreath of renown t 
In a red rain of Sabres ride down, dash them down. 
Old Englfmd for ever I Hurrah I 

Charge back I once again we must ride the death-ride. 
You Victor-few smiling, in terrible pride ! 
Charge home I smoking hell oi horse, grim, glorified I 
Old England for ever I Hurrah I 
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!N^ow cheer for the living ! now cheer for the dead ! 
Now cheer for the deed on that hill-side red ! 
The glory is gathered for England's head. 
Old England for ever ! Hurrah I 



IX. 

Ah, weep not for the Heroes whom we never more shall 

see; 
Ah, weep we were not with them in their ruddy revelry ! 
God of Battles ! but 't were glorious to have mounted 

Victory's Car, 
When the Chivalry of Europe smote the squadrons of the 

Czar I 

*T is brave, while banners wave, to be where Freedom's 

Champions are. 
And burst upon the Enemy like Gods from clouds of war I 
Our Old Land beauteous leans above her darlings as they 

die, 
And> bosom'd in her arms of love, her slain ones richly lie 
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We blessed them for the Battle, who but marcht to the 

Bier; 
Some were riper for the Bridal — some were Fathers gray 

and sere ; 

^ 

With a kiss for Child and Wife, some went out in War's 

red wrack ; 
And to the land that gives us life, Who 'd grudge to give 

it back P 

I had a gallant Brother, loved at home, and dear to 

me — 
I have a mourning Mother, winsome Wife, and Children 

three — 
He lies with Balaklava's dead. But let the Old Land 

• call. 
And we 'd give our living remnant, and we 'd follow one 

and all ! 

We speak a few weak words ; but, the great hearts gone 

to God, 
They have fought with their Swords — won our battles red 

wet-shod ! 
While we sat at home, brave laurels for our Land they 

went to win ; 
And with smiles Valhalla lightens as our Heroes enter in. 
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They bore our Banner fearless to the death, as to the 

fight, 
Th^ lifted England peerless to the old heroic height. 
We weep not for the Heroes whom we never more shall 

BAA _ 

We weep we were not with them in their ruddy revelry. 



X. 

Twine a garland for the grave 
Of our Beautifiil ! our Brave ! 
And their names in glory grave 

Who have died for us. 
High the battle-banner wave ! 
They have perisht but to save. 
They have leapt a Curtian grave 

In their pride for us. 
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XL 

*• You brave, you bonny Nightingale, 

You are no summer Bird ; 
Your music sbeathes an Army's wail 

That pierces like a Sword, 
All night she sings, brave Nightingale, 

With her breast against the thorn ; 
Her saintly patience doth not fail. 

She keepeth watch till mom. 



tt 



Ah, sing, you bonniest Bird of God, 

The night is sad and long ; 
To dying ears — to broken hearts — 

You sing an Angel's song I 
She sings, she sings, brave Nightingale, 

And weary warrior soula 
Are caught up into Slumber's heaven. 

And lapped in Love's warm folds. 
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" sing, sing 1 brave Nigbtingalfe, 

And at your magic note 
Upon Life's sea victoriously 

The sinking soul will float. 
O sing, O sing 1 brave Nightingale, 

And lure them back again, 
Whose path is lost and spirit crost, 

In dark wild woods of Pain. 

• 

" She sings, she sings, brave Nightingale, 

She breathes a gracious balm ; 
Her presence breaks the waves of war. 

She smiles them into calm. 
She sings, she sings, brave Nightingale, 

Of auld Langsyne and Home ; 
And life grows light, the world gi*ows bright, 

And blood runs rich with bloom. 



<« 



Day unto day her dainty hands 

Make Life's soiled temples clean, 
And there 's a wake of glory where 

Her spirit pure hath been. 
At midnight, thro' that shadow-land, 

Her living face doth gleam ; 
The dying kiss her shadow, and 

The Dead smile in their dream. 
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" Brave Bird of Love, in Life's sweet May, 

She rose up from the feast. 
To shine above our Banner, 

Like Grod's Angel in the East. 
Brave Bird of Life, wave healing wings 

O'er that gray Land o* the Dead ; 
God's heaven lie round you like a shield 

Earth's blessings on your head." 



The Bose did lift her veil, and blush 

At her bower-door like a Bride ; 
The shy brown birds came back with Spring, 

Li our merry green woods to hide. 
But there she sang, our Nightingale I 

Till War's stem heart grew mild ; 
And, nestling in the arms of Peace, 

He slumbered like a Child. 
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XII. 

*T WAS Midnight ere our Gxuis' grim laugli at their wild 

work did cease. 
And at the smouldering fires of War we lit the pipe of 

peace. 
At Four, a burst of Bells went up thro' Night's Cathedral 

dark. 
It seemed so like our Sabbath-chimes, we could but Ue, 

and hark I 
So like the Bells that call to prayer in the dear land far 

away; 
Their music floated on the air, and kist us — ^to betray. 
Our camp lay on the shadowy hill, all silent as a doud. 
Its very heart of life stood still — ^and the white Mist 

brought its shroud ; 
For Death was waking in the dark, and grimly smiled to see 
How all was ranged and ready for his sumptuous jubilee. 

wily are the Bussians, and they came to their wild work— 
Their feet all shod for silence in the best blood of the Turk I 
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While in its banks our fiery tide of War serenely slept. 
Their subtle serpentry unrolled, and stealthily they crept ! 
In the Euins of the Valley do the Birds of Carnage stir ? 
A rustle in the gloom like wheels ! feet trample — ^bullets 

whir — 
Blessed God 1 the Foe is on us. Now the Bugles with a 

start 
Thrill —like the cry of a wrong&l Queen — to the red roots 

of the heart ; 
And long and loud the wild war-drums with throbbing 

triumph roll, — 
A sound to set the blood on fire, and warm the shivering 

soul. 

The war-worn and the weary leapt up ready, fresh, and 

true! 
No weak blood curdled white i' the face, no valour turned 

to dew; 
Majestic as a God defied, arose our English Host — 
All for the peak of Peril rusht — each for the fieriest 

post! 
Thro' the mist, and thro' the mud, and o'er the hill-brow 

scowUng grim. 
As is the frown of Murder when he dreams his dreadful 

dream. 
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On Bayonets and Swdrds the smile of conscious victory 

shone. 
And down to death we dasht the Bebels plucking at our 

Throne. 
On, on they came with face of flame, and storm of shot 

and shell — 
Up I Up 1 like heaven-sealers, as we sent them back to HelL 

As Bridegroom leaves his wedded Bride in gentle slumbers 

sealed. 
Our England slumbered in the West, when her TVairiors 

went a-iield. 
We thought of her, and swore that day to strike immortal 

blows. 
As all along our leaguered line the roar of battle rose. 
Her Banners waved like blessing hands, and we knew it 

was the hour 
For a glorious grip till fingers met in the throat of Eussian 

power. 
And at a bound, and with a soimd that madly cried to kiU, 
The Lion of Old England leapt like lightning from the hill. 
And there he stood superb, thro' all that Sabbath of the 

Sword, 
And there he slew, with a terrible scorn, his hunters, horde 

on horde. 
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All Hell seemed bursting on us, as the yelling Demons 

came — 
The Cannon's tongues of quick red fire lickt all the hills 

a-fiame ! 
Mad whistling shell, wild sneering shot, with devilish glee 

went past, 
Like fiendish feet and laughter hurrying down the battle- 
blast. 
And thro' the air, and round the hills, there ran a wrack 

sublime 
As tho' the Eternal's Ark were crashing on the shores of 

Time. 
!No Sun ! but none is needed, — Men can feel their way to 

fight. 
The lust of Battle in their face — eyes fill«d with fiery 

light; 
And long ere dawn was red in heaven, upon the dark 

earth lay 
The prophesying morning-red of a great and glorious 

day. 

Like the old Sea, white-lipped with rage, 'they dash, and 

foam despair 
On ranks of rock, and what a prize for the Wrecker X)eath 

was there ! 
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B\it as H were Elver Pleasannce, did our fellows take tliat 

flood, 
With a royal tlirobbing in the pulse that beat voluptuous 

blood : 
The Guards went down to the fight in grey, but now 

they 're gory red — 
Christ save them, they *re surrounded ! Leap your ram- 
parts of the dead, 
And back the desperate battle, for there is but one short 

stride 
Between the Buss and victory I One more tug, you true 

and tried I 
Glory to God ! They are here ! with bloody spur. Ride, 

Bosquet, ride 1 
Down like a flood from Etna foams their valour's burning 

tide. 

Now, God for Merrie England, cry ! Hurrah for France 

the Grand, 
And charge the foe together, all abreast, and hand to 

hand I 
He but caught a shadowy glimpse across the smoke of 

Alma's fray 
Of the Destroying Angel that shall smite his strength 

to-day. 

I 3 
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We shout and charge together, and again, again, again, 
Our plunging battle tears its path, and paves it with the 

slain. 
Hurrah 1 the mighty host doth melt before our fervent 

heat; 
Against our side its breaking heart doth faint and fainter 

beat. 
And O but 't is a gallant show, and a merry march, as thus 
We soimd into the glorious goal with shouts victorious 1 

From mom till night, we fought our fight, and at the set 

of sun 
Stood Conquerors on Inkerman—our Soldiers' Battle 

won. 
That mom their legions stood like com in its pomp of 

golden grain 1 
That night the mddy sheaves were reapt upon the misty 

plain ! 
For we cut them down by thunder-strokes, and piled the 

shocks of slain : 
The hill-side like a vintage ran, and reel'd Death's harvest- 
wain. 
We had hungry hundreds gone to sup in Paradise that 

night, 
And robes of Immortality our ragged Braves bedight ! 
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They fell in Boyhood's comely bloom, and Bravery's lusty 

pride; 
But they made (heir bed o' the Eussian dead, ere they lay 

down and died. 

We gathered round the tent-fire in the evening cold and 

And thought of those who rankt with us in Battle's rich 

array. 
Our Comrades of the mom who came no more from that 

feUfrayl 
The salt tears wrung out in the gloom of green dells far 

away— 
The eyes of lurking Death that in Life's crimson bubbles 

play— 
The stem white faces of the Dead that on the dark ground 

lay 
Like Statues of old Heroes, cut in precious human 

day- 
Some with a smQe as life had stopt to music proudly 

gay— 

The household Gods of many a heart all dark and dumb 

to-day ! 
And hard hot eyes grew ripe for tears, and hearts sank 

down to pray. 
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From alien lands, and dungeon-grates, how eyes will strain 

to mark 
This waving^ Sword of ^Freedom bum and beckon thro' 

the dark ! 
The Martyrs stir in bloodjr graves, the rusted armour 

rings 
Adown the long aisles of the dead, where lie the warrior 

Kings. 
To the mighty Mother England came the radiant Victory 
With Laurels red, and a bitter cup like Christ's last agony. 
She took the cup, she drank it up, she raised her laurelled 

brow: 
Her sorrow seemed like solemn joy, she lookt so noble now. 
The dim divine of distance died — the purpled Past grew 

wan. 
As came this crowning Glory o'er the heights of 

Inkerman. 
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XIII. 

Czar Nicholas called to North and Souths 

" Come, see the world's great show 1 
I '11 thrust my head in the Lion's mouth," 

And he laught, " Ha ! Ha ! Ho ! Ho 1 " 
" I am the Lion-Tamer dread — 

I make the old brute quail 1 " 
The Lion he shook his incredulous head. 

And wagged his dubious tail. 

O the Lion lay down in the pride of his might ; 

'T was a brave, magnanimous beast ! 
O the Lion leapt up to his shaggiest height ; 

The lord of a bloody feast ! 
Now hold, now hold, thou desperate man. 

Or thy braggart cheek may pale j 
Lo 1 Terror tow'rs mighty in his main. 

And Vengeance tugs at his tail. 
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Like a statue of Satan, Nick, alas ! stood, 

And lie chuckled a low lying laugh : 
" The world is my Knoutship's whipping-top : 

Hot blood for wine I quaff 1 " 
He called to North, he called to South, 

" Come, see the old brute quail : 
I '11 thrust my head in his mumbling mouth :" 

The Lion he wagged his tail. 

He thrust his head in the Lion's mouth : 

Ho ! Ho ! but the sport was rare ! 
The Lion smelt blood in the giant's breath. 

And his clencht teeth held him there. 
Then he cried, from between the gates of death. 

With the voice of a Spirit in bale, 
** Now God-a-mercy on my soul ! 

Does the Lion wag his tail ? " 

Then each one strove to say him Yea, 

But each one held his breath ; 
For the fires of hell lit the Lion's eyes. 

And his looks communed with Death ! 
The Giant's heart melts like snow in his mouth. 

His voice is a woman's wail ; 
The Avenger knocks at the door of his life. 

In that lash of the Lion's tail. 
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A low, dread sound, as from underground. 

Now signals the realms of the dead ; 
And the Tamer lies tamed on the earth full-length; 

That is, except — a head. 
And the poor old beast, at whose aspect mild 

The meanest thing dared rail. 
Shakes his mane like a Conqueror's bloody plumes. 

And—- quietly wags his tail. 



XIV. 

" Abound us the night closes dense as a wood, 
The Stars down the darkness like eerie eyes brood ; 
While out through the nightfall my fearless thoughts flee 
To him who is fighting far over the sea. 

" Across the mirk moorland the birds of night cry ; 
A wind stirs my flesh as of Ghosts gliding by ; 
Oh, clasp thy hands, pretty one, kneel down with me. 
And pray for thy father far over the sea. 
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" O, brave is my Donald, and gaDant and gay 
He '11 flash through the fight in the wild, bloody day ; 
He '11 crest the high waves npon Valour's red sea ; 
God shield him ! God send him back safely to me 1 ' 



He 's lying, poor Wife ! with the valiant and tried, 
Who to-night poured their life on a ruddy hill-side : 
And still she sings tenderly, " Over the sea, 
Blow, breezes, and bring back my darling to me." 

Her soul it sat smiling, all meek as a dove, 
In her pure perfect face that was lighted with love; 
Her child to the full heart endearing she drew. 
And bowed like a Flower 'neath its blessing of dew. 



Some luminous Beauty glides over the place, 

A white mist of glory ! a white spirit-face ! 

And a starry shape comes slow and sweet from the gloom ; 

God help thee, poor Widow ! thy Husband is home ! 

She knows not the Presence that hovereth nigh, 

Nor whence fell the slumber that healed her heart*s-ciy ; 

But she weeps in her vision, and prayerfully 

Still murmurs, " God send him back safely to me I " 
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XV. 

Wild is the wintry weather ! 

Dark is the night, and cold ! 
All closely we crowd together, 

Within the family fold. 
A mute and mighty Shadow flies 

Across the land on wings of gloom 1 
And thro* each Home its awful eyes 

May lighten with their stroke of doom. 
Life's light bums dim — ^we hold the breBth— 
All sit stem in the shadow of Death, 

Around the household fire — 

This Winter*s-night in England, 
Straining our ears for the tidings of War, 

Holding oiu* hearts, like Beacons, up higher, 
For those who are fighting afar. 
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We talk of Britain's glory, 

We sing some brave old song, 
Or tell the thrilling story 

Of her wrestle with the wrong. 
Till we clutch the spirit-sword for the strife, 

And into our Best would rather fall 
Pown Battle's cataract of life, 

Than turn the white face to the wall. 
Sing, O, for a charge victorious ! 
And the meekest face grows glorious 1 

As we sit by the household fire. 

This Winter's-night in England, — 
Our souls within us like steeds of War ! 

And we hold our hearts, like Beacons, up higher. 
For those who are fighting afar. 



And oft in silence solemn 

We peer from Night's dark tent. 
And see the quivering column 

Like a cloud by lightning rent. 
For death, how merry they mount and ride 1 

Those swords look keen for their lap of gorel 
Such Valour leaps out Deified ! 

Such souls must rend the clay they wore 1 
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How proud they sweep on Glory's track ! 
So many start ! so few come back 

To sit by the household fire, 

On a Winter's-night in England, 
And with rich tears wash their wounds of War, 

Where we hold our hearts, like Beacons, up higher, 
For those who are fighting afar. 



We thrill to the Clarion's clangour. 

And harness for the fight : 
With the Warrior's glorious anger, 

We are nobly mad to smite : 
No dalliance, save with Hate, hold we, 

Where Life and Death keep bloody tryst. 
And all the red Beality 

Eeels on us through a murder-mist ! 
Wave upon wave roUs Euin's fiood. 
And the hosts of the Tyrant melt in blood. 

As we sit by the household fire ; 

This Winter's-night in England, 
And our colour flies out to the music of War, 

While we hold our hearts, like Beacons, up higher, 
For those who are fighting afar. 
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Old England still hath Heroes 

To wear her sword and shield ! 
We knew them not while near us. 

We know them in the field ! 
Look ! how the Tyrant's hills they climb. 

To hurl OUT gage in his grim hold ! 
The Titans of the earlier time, 

Tho' larger-limb'd, were smaller-soul'd ! 
Laurel, or Amaranth, light their brow ! 
Living or dead, we crown them now ! 

As we sit by the household fire, 

ITiis Winter's-night in England : 
From the white cliffs watching the storm of War, 

Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher. 
For those who are fighting afar. 



! their brave love hath rootage 

In the Old Land, deep and dear. 
And Life's ripe, ruddy fruitage 

Hangs summering for them here 1 
And tender eyes, tear-luminous. 

Melt thro' the dark of dreamland skies. 
While, pleading aye for home and us. 

The heart is one live brood of cries ! 
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Old feelings cling i O how they cHng ! 
And sweet birds sing I O how they sing 

Them back to the household fire, 

This Winter's-night in England, 
Where we wait for them weary and wounded from War, 

Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher, 
For those who are fighting afar ! 



Ah, me ! how many a Maiden 

Will wake o' nights, to find 
Her tree of life, love-laden. 

Swept bare in this wild wind ! 
The Bird of bliss, to many a nest, 

Will come back never, never mo ! 
So many a goodly, gallant crest 

That waved to victory, now lies low 1 
We pray for them, we fear for them. 
And silently drop a tear for them. 

As we sit by the household fire ; 

This Winter's-night in England, 
Each life looking out for its own love-star ! 

Holding our hearts, like Beacons, up higher, 
For those who are fighting afar. 
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But, there 's no land like England, 

Wherever that land may be ! 
Of all the world 't is king-land 

Crown'd, by its Bride, the Sea ! 
And they shall rest i' the balmiest bed, 

Who battle for it, and bleed for it I 
And they shall be head of the Glorious Dead, 

Who die in the hour of need for it ! 
And long shall we sing of their deeds divine, 
In songs that warm the heart like wine. 

As we sit by the household fire. 

On a Winter's-night in England, 
And the tale is told of this night of War, 

How we held our hearts, like Beacons, up higher. 
For those who were fighting afar. 
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XVI. 

Sitting in her sorrow lone, 
Still our Mother makes her moan 

For the Lost ; and to the Martyrs' Hill our thoughts in 
mourning go. 

O, that desert of the Dead, 
Who lay down in their death-bed, 

With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter snow ! 

Into glory had they rode 

When the tide of triumph flowed. 
Not a te^r would we shed for the heroes lying low. 

But our hearts break for the Dead, 

In their desolate death-bed. 
With their winding-sheet and wreath of -winter snow, 

K 



14,6 GLIMPSES OF THE WAB, 

Praying breath rose white in air, 

Eyes were set in a stem stare, 
Hands were stretcht for help that came not as they sank 
in silence low : 

Our grand, our gracious Dead, 

Who lay down in their death-bed. 
With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter snow. 



Now the winter snows are gone, 
And Earth smiles as though the Dawn 

Had come up from it in Flowers — such a light of grace 
doth glow 

All about our darkened Dead, 
Who lay down in their death-bed. 

With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter snow. 



But, never, never more. 

Comes the Spring that will restore 

To their own love, their own land, the dear ones lying 
low 

On the Martyrs' Hill, our Dead 
Who lay down in their death-bed. 

With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter snow. 
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Till with victory God replies, 
Shall our Battle storm the skies, 

And our living heroes think, as they grapple with the foe, 
Of our perisht, peerless Dead, 
Who lay down in their death-bed, 

With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter snow. 

Through a hundred battles red, 
. Shall their fame float overhead : 

Into everlasting flowers shall their martyr memories blow. 
So we crown our glorious Dead, 
Who lay down in their death-bed. 

With their winding-sheet and wreath of winter snow. 



X 2 
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XVII. 

How shall I belp thee, Mother, in thy need ? 
I cried, and lookt my life out thro' mine eyes. 
Across the smoke of thy great Sacrifice. 
Give me some perilous post^ or daring deed. 
O might I breathe in Song heroic breath. 
And strike my harp, a« Lightning smites his wires. 
To bear God's message with celestial fires I 
Sing how the Glory of our land hath risen ; 
Sing midnight paeans by the Martyrs' graves ; 
Walk War's red highways, voyage grim wide waves 
Or in an English cheer go down to death, 
Where the soul bursts in wings on Battle's wind 1 
No ! England waves her Minstrels forth to find 
Our Lion Heart again in Austria's prison. 
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XVIII. 

They have died, our true and tried, ere Our flag victorious 

flew 
O'er the burning battle-hell, we must ride to conquest 

through. 
But they died, our Glorified 1 on the field of their renown ; 
And they died when the pride of the Foeraan's power 

went down. 
Bury them on Cathcart's Hill, 't is a famous grave ! 
Bury them on Cathcart's Hill with our bravest Brave ! 

A proud flame in the Death-wind waved the Warrior's 
soaring plume : 

Stem in his shroud of fire, the Foe glared from his burn- 
ing tomb 1 

Victory's shouts were ringing as they flasht from out the 
strife, 

To meet God's angels bringing garlands for the Kings of 
Life. 

Bury them on Cathcart's Hill, *t is a famous grave ! 

Bury them on Cathcart's Hill with our bravest Brave ! 
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Bear them to that grave in a solemn march and slow. 
Let Music talk in tears o'er the great ones lying low ; 
They will sleep calm and deep when the battle-bugles 

blow; 
A sumptuous monument they shall have when next we 

meet the Foe ! 
Bury them on Cathcart's Hill, 't is a famous grave ! 
Bury them on Cathcart's Hill with our bravest Brave 1 



We quaff our cup o' the vintage, and from darkened 

depths arise 
The bubbles, like the tears that plead in Desolation's 

eyes ; 
Tet there 's glory in our grief, — 't is a glory that shall 

grow 
When our Sorrow hath no morrow, and 't was centuries 

ago. 
Buiy them on Cathcart's Hill, 't ia a famous grave ! 
Bury them on Cathcart's Hill with our bravest Brave! 



Bury them on Cathcart's Hill, — their glory from its crest 
Shall flame, a terror to the North, a watchiire to the 
West! 
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They have done with their work, lay them down to their 

rest. 
In their hand the battle-brand, with the banner on their 

breaat. 
Bury them on Cathcart's Hill, 't is a famous grave ! 
Bury them on Cathcart's Hill with our brave^ Brave ! 



XIX. 

O SUFFERING people, this is not our Ught, 
Who called a holy crusade for the right. 
The Despot's bloody game our tricksters play, 
And stake our future, chance by chance, away. 
O darkened hearts in desolate home-stead ! 
O wasted bravery of our mighty dead ! 
The flower of men fall stricken from behind : 
The Knaves and Cowards stab us bound and blind. 
With faces turned from Battle, they went forth : 
We marcht with ours set stem against the North. 
They shuffled lest their feet should rouse the dead : 
We went with resurrection in our tread. 



152 GLIMPSES OV THE WAB« 

They trembled lest the world might come to blows : 

We quivered for the tug and mortal close. 

They only meant a mild hint for the Czar : 

We would have bled him through a sumptuous war. 

While they were quenching Freedom's scattered fires. 

We kindled memories of heroic Sires. 

They 'd have this grand old England cringe and pray, 

" Do n't smite me. Kings ; but if you will, you may :" 

We 'd make her as in those proud times of old. 

When Cromwell spoke, and Blake's war-thunders rolled. 

They to the passing po^vejs of darkness fawn : 

With warrior joy we greet this crimson Dawu^ 

To crowned Bloodsuckers they would bind us slaves : 

We would be free, or sleep in glorious graves. 

State-Spiders, Here or There, weave webs alike ; 

These hold the victims, while the others strike. 

The Dwarfs drag pur great Banner in the mire : 

W^e ask for men to bear it high and higher. 

stop their fiddling over War's grim revel, 

And pitch them from your shoulders to — the Devil. 
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XX. 

Theue was a poor old Woman once, a daughter of our 

nation. 
Before the Devil's portrait stood in ignorant adoration. 
"You're bowing down to Satan,. Ma'am," said some 

Spectator civil : 
"Ah, Sir, it 's best to be polite, for we may go to the Devil." 

Bow, bow, bow : 
We may go to the Devil, so it 's just as well to bow. 

So England hails the Saviour of Society, and will tarry at 
His feet, nor see her Christ is he who sold him, curst 

Iscariot. 
By grace of God, or sleight of hand, he wears the royal 

vesture. 
And at thy throne, Divine Success ! we kneel with reverent 

gesture, 

And bow, bow, bow : 
We may go to the Devil, so it 's just as well to bow. 
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O when the -Sun is over us, we venerate the sunlight-; 
But when Eclipse is over it, we venerate the dunlight. 
No matter what is uppermost, upon all-fours we revel. 
And when Hell triumphs over heaven — conciliate the Devil, 

And bow, bow, bow : 
We may go to the Devil, so it 's just as well to bow. 

Ah, Louis, had you come to us despised and rejected, 
You might have gone to — Coventry, unnoticed and neg- 
lected : 
^ut as you 've done one Nation so, and left another undone. 
We kiss you Sire at Windsor — crown you more than king 
in London, 

And bow, bow, bow : 
We may go to the Devil, so it 's just as well to bow. 

Our Idol's hands are red with blood, with blood his eyes 

are sodden. 
But we know 't is only Eussian blood which he has spilt 

and trodden I 
He wears the imperial purple now, that plotting prince of 

evil; 
He lets us share his glory if we bow down to the Devil ; 

And we bow, bow, bow : 
We may go to the Devil, so it 's just as well to bow. 
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With hand to hilt, and ear to earth, waits Eevolution, 

breathless, 
To catch the resurrection sound of Liberty the deathless ! 
But we see no Danger hug us round — no Sword hang o'er 

us gory. 
While to this mocking Mirage in the sunset of our glory 

We bow, bow, bow : 
We may go to the Devil, so it 's just as well to bow. 

Back, back, you foolish Peoples, slink into your weeping 

places. 
Quench Freedom's torch in tears, and put her light out in 

your faces : 
The heart of England beats no more to the old heroic level ; 
The poor old Woman bows before her Portrait of the Devil. 

Bow, bow, bow ; 
She may go to the Devil, so it 's just as well to bow. 
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XXI. 

Fades the New Aurora 

That so glorious shone afar, 
We but saw its fair face smiling 

In the wreck-fed waves of war. 
The peace-fool to his pillow 

Now may sneak, and sleep : 
But a glory gone for ever, 

We must weep ; let us weep. 

Sleep the buried thunders ; 

Their reverberations cease : 
And the grim old War-God 

Must smile — a painted Peace. 
Wild eyes are mad-house windows 

Of Souls that plead in vain ! 
Over their old dark sorrow 

Greeneth the soft spring-rain. 
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Cowards in the Council 1 

Heroes in the field ! 
Is our short sad story, 

By the blood of Martyrs sealed. 
On those lone Crimean ridges 

In the night our dead arise, 
And the Norland winds come wailing 

With their curses, and their cries. 



Sublime in all her suffering ! 

In the fight so brave ! 
Poor old England's victories 

Bow her to the grave. 
On the Sea she keeps her Eden, 

But the Snake is curled 
Bound her heart, that will beguile her 

Of her crown of the world. 



Had we struck for Freedom 
One immortal battle-blow. 

Like the men who rose for England, 
Two hundred years ago, — 
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The dead Nations lying 

Where they fought and fell of old. 
Would have risen from their prison. 

And their buried flags unrolled. 

For the dwellers in the vallies, 

A returning Spring 
O'er the hills will break and beaoon ; 

They will go forth conquering ! 
When our poor, proud England 

Low and lone shall lie 
On her sea-rock bound ; and Tyrants 

Mock her riding by. 



THE 
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Who wears a singing-robe is richly dight. 

Said Mabel ; he is greater than a King. 

I would I were a Poet happy-mad ; 

Up like a Lark i' the morning of the times. 

To sing above the human harvesters ; 

Drop fancies, dainty-sweet, to cheer their toil. 

And hurry oat a ripe luxmriance 

Of life in song, as though my heart would break ; 

And sing them sweet and precious memories. 

And golden promises, and throbbing hopes ; 

Hymn the great Future with its mystery. 

That startles us from out the dark of time 

With secrets numerous as a night of stars : 

Those days hung round with loftier heavens, where move 

The larger souls with grandly solemn pace : 

Or send wronged Nations to the battle-field 

L 
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With eyes that weep and bum — stir as with fire 

The grand wild beast of Valour, till it leapt 

The red Arena fieiy for the fight : 

Then bind with garlands brave the Patriot's brow. 

Anon I would sing songs so sweetly pure. 

That they might pillow a budding Maiden's cheek. 

Like spirit-hands, and catch her tender tears ; 

Or nestle next her heart lapt up in lore : — 

Songs that in far lands, under alien skies. 

Should spring firom English hearts like flowers of home. 

I 'd strive to bring down light from heaven to read 

The records writ on Poverty's prison walls. 

The signs of greatness Umiied in mari^r blood. 

And make worn faces glow with wannth of love 

Into the lineaments of heavenly beauty. 

Who wears a singing-robe is richly dight; 
The Poet, he is greater than a Kiag* 
He plucks the veil from hidden loveliness : 
His gusts of music stir the shadowing boughs, 
To let in gloiy on the dadDBoed souL 
Upon the hills (flight he plants his &^ 
To lure the people up with harp and voice; 
At humblest human hearths drops dewa divine 
To feed the videt virtuea nestiii^ theie. 
His hands adom the poooest house of life 
With rare abiding shapes of loveliiiesB. 
All things obey his soul's creative «y« ; 
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For him earth ripens fruit-Hke in the light ; 
Green April comes to him with smiling tears, 
lake some sweet Maiden who transfigured stands 
In dewy light of first love's rosy dawn. 
And yields all secret preciousness, his Bride. 
He reaps the Autumn without scythe or siclde ; 
And in the sweet low singing oi the com, 
Hears coming Plenty hush the pining Foor^ 

The shows of things are but a robe o' the day. 
His life down-deepens to the living heart. 
And Sorrow shows him her wise mysteries. 
He knoweth Life is but a longer year. 
And it will blossom hnght in oth^ springs. 
The soul of aU things IS invisjlble, 
And nearest to tluit soul the Poet sings; 
A sweet, shy Bird in darkliiig priv:a(^^ 
He beckojis not tlie Pleasures as they pss«i. 
And lets the money^^rubbiiiig world go by. 
He hath a towering life, but caimot ejimb 
Out of the reach of sad caiaiaMj^ 
A many carkiiig eares pluck at his skirts; 
Wild, wandering wcnrds are hissing at his ears 
He runs the gauntlet of world-woes to laaeh 
The inner sanotuaiy of bett^ life. 
But tho' the jsieas of sor^w flood his heai^ 
Some silent spring of roses blossoms there. 
His spirit-wound^ a precious balsam bleed. 

L 2 
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The loveHest mimstrants that yisit Mm, 

Sise Teiled when hk heart-fountains spring in tears. 

And when this misty life hath rolled sway ; 

The turmoil husht ; all foolish voices still ; 

The bonds that cnisht his great heart shattered down. 

And all his nature shines sublimely bare ; 

Death whitens many a stain of strife and toil, 

And careful hands shall pluck away each weed 

Around the spring that wells melodious life. 



Many and many are called, but few are crowned, 
Gharmian replied. I knew a Poet once ; 
One of the world's most maryellons might-have-beens ; 
A strange wild harper upon human heart-strings. 
Life's morning-glory round him prophesied 
That he should win his garland in the game. 
But he was lost for lack of that sweet thing, 
A Wife, to live his love's dear dream of beauty, 
And wandered darkling in his dazzling dream. 
Life's waters-^troubled till that Angd comes — 
Never grew calm above the jewel he sought. 
Till in Death's harbour all their surges slept. 

He was betrothed to Beauty ere his birth*— 
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That silent Spirit of the universe, 

Which seeks interpreters of her dumb shows, 

'Mong human lovers whom she may not wed 1 

This Spirit arose from many things, as soars 

The soul of Harmony from many sounds. 

She beckoned him for her Evangelist, 

Out of the byeway of his Lonely life. 

And straightway he arose and followed her. 

And in the shadow of her loveliness. 

Or in her wake of glory, walkt the world. 

That shining Shape, like hers we worship, seemed 
Some beauteous miracle of silent love. 
Thro' smiles, and tears, he saw his visioned Bride, 
With gorgeous grace, and twinkling limbs of light. 
Aye dancing on in her ddightsomeness. 
His love-dream glided silent thro' his life. 
Like rosy-handed Day 'twixt Earth and Night, 
And came betwixt his mind and all its glooms ; 
Her sandals wet and fragrant with Heaven's dew. 
She set the barren thorns in jewelled glow. 
And sowed the furrows of his life with flowers. 
He followed with wild looks and heart a-tire. 
And that rich mist of feding in the eyes. 
Whose alchymy half-creates the thing we see. 

She rose in sparkling clouds of dazzling dew. 
And kept the Morning's ruddy golden gates ; 
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Stood higb in simrise on the monntam-top ; 

Sate in her bower of the sihreTj air. 

Shedding her beaut j ricM j on the sea, 

Which of her likeness took some trembly tints ; 

Voyaged like Venus in her car of dond 

About the sapphire hearen's lake of lore. 

Or danced on snnset streams to harp of gold : 

Then twilight mists would robe more faint and fair 

Her dim» delicious, dreamy loreHness. 

The Flowers that startle at the voice of May 
And open gamesome eyes, had been with her ; 
Their subtle smile said what they could reveal. 
Among the boughs of balm rainbowed with bloom ; 
The coloured clouds that kindle and richly rise 
From out the bosom of Earth's emerald sea ; 
Hedge-roses set in dewy gfory green ; 
The lush Laburnums, aD a rain of gold ; 
She seemed to have fled and left ber robe afloat. 
An Ariel, ooh she murmured in the pines ; 
He heard, but knew no magic word or wand. 
A wavy Naiad, she rippled the cool brooks 
That round her dallied in deMcious dreams. 
The fragrant feeling otihe lai^orous air 
Was as the soft endearment of her touch. 
And wound him in her tremulous caress. 

Not by appointment do we meet Delight 
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And Joy ; they heed not our expectancy ; 
But round some comer in the streets of life, 
They, on a sudden, clasp us with a smile. 
So on him rose his yisitant divine, 
From many a magic mirror of the mind ; 
With elfin evanescence came and went. 

When, thronged with life, the Tear in beauty burst. 
Lifted her lids, and blossomed from the trees. 
She smUed in all the gateways of the spring. 
In bumisht bark swam down the summer-tide 
That floods the Tallies, breaks o'er all the hills. 
In sparkling spray of flowers, and leafy life. 
She bound the Autumn's brow with plumes of gold, 
And roofed her forests with the radiant wealth 
Of melted rainbows, showered from summer heaven. 
And winter trees stretcht fingers weird to win 
Her perfect pearl, and her white purity. 
Where'er she went Earth lookt up with a smile. 

Thro' Music's maze she glode at hide-and-seek ; 
Played with the Storm, then in her rainbow-shape 
Laught from the purple skirts of Heaven, as laughs 
Some radiant Child from Mother's hiding robe. 

Adown dim forest- windings he would peer j 
Surprise his Beautiful at her woodland bath. 
And in a solemn hush of heart stand still 
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Like fix^ flame ! for lo, how softly bamed 

Her dainty limbs shadowed with cloudy pearl 1 

Then swift as runs a wind-wave over grass. 

He saw her garments gleam in leafy light. 

Were those love-whisperings among the leaves, 

Or elvish laughters twitting thro' the trees ? 

Sometimes the boughs let in her haunting face ; 

The glance would make his blood run lightning red ; 

But the old forest kept the secret still, 

And husht it round with grave unconscious look. 

In vernal nights so tender, calm, and cool, 

When eerie Darkness lays its shadowy hands 

On Earth, and reads her sins with myriad eyes. 

Like a Confesssor o'er a kneeling Nun ; 

He stood in God's wide whispering gallery, 

And breathed his worship : down from visible heaven 

Her influence fell, and thrilled in music thro' 

The silences of space, and soothed his soul. 

Till life was folded up brimfull of beauty, 

As the flower folds its pearl and droops to dream. 

At times, from out the curtains of the dark, 

Her face would meet him thro' the glowing gloom. 

Sometimes she passed ; her rippling raiment toucht 

His brows, and sphered him with diviner air. 

Like honeysuckles brusht at dewy dusk. 

The fragrance of her breath made old earth young. 
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From mystery to mystery, Kke a Bride, 
The dainty-waisted darling led him on. 
And dropt love-tokens in his pilgrim path. 
The red Rose peering thro' its lattice leaves 
Like warm Love lifting half its virgin veil, 
SymboUed her soft red mouth held up for kisses. 
A balm of life, and mist of ripening bloom, 
Gave to her tender cheeks their taking touch. 
Her eyes were glowing orbs of thought that burned 
Fervent as Hesper in the brow of Eve. 

He walkt as in a clime of golden eves. 
The vineyard of his life reeled lusty ripe ; 
He ached to press the wine upon her lips. 
But aye she melted from his love's embrace. 
To float him far away in faery lands. 
The wooing wind would murmur of her fairness. 
And round him breathe in many whispers sweet ; 
Bring dews of healing as from Hermon hill ; 
Creep to his burning heart with drink of life. 
And cool him with her kisses. Oft he husht, 
As one who pauses on a midnight heath. 
To catch the footfall felt on Fancy's ear. 

When he awoke in Dreamland, 't was to find 
He had been floated thro' some starry dark. 
Far from earth's shore, on an enchanted sea : 
And he lay pillowed 'twixt her white warm breasts. 
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In glowing arms of glorifying lore : 
A light of love-dreams on her features shone. 
With ripening lustre, and enricfaing calm : 
And she had laid her daylight mask aside ; 
All the sweet soal of things lay bare, as lies 
The mirrored moon in silver sleeping seas. 

A shimmering splendour from the By-gone broke. 
As the Ship leaves a luminous wake behind ; 
And, looking back, his Childhood^s world she ringed 
With rich aurond hues of summer dawns. 
When weird, dark shapes of sorrow hunted nigh 
With their slow solemn eyes, and silent aim. 
She dropt the gold cloud of her tresses round him. 
When o'er him hung the night of adverse fate, 
She flamed a light of love along his path. 
And thro' the darkness of his soul there broke 
A heaven of worlds all teudemess and peace. 

At times he walkt with glad and confident step. 
As inner wings to heroic music moved ; 
And men who read his lighted look might deem 
His life a summer story told in flowers. 
But often he would falter weeping-weak. 
With clasp^ bands, and very lowly heart. 
Then she rose glorified in finer light, 
Seen thro' the altar-smoke and mist of tears. 
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So his life grew to beauty silently. 
And shaped his sonl into an orb of song. 
He sang of Her his beantifnl Unknown, 
Heart-wild, as some glad bird that sings of spring, 
And all Earth's voices rang a rich refrain. 
He would have made the world her worshipper : 
The sceptic world that flnng him Christ's old crown. 
One day onr passionate pilgrim sat him down 
By the wayside of life, and thus he sang. 



'* Like a tree Beside the river 

Of her life that runs from me. 
Do I leaB me, mnnDOiiog ever 

In my lore's idolatrj. 
Lo, I reach out hand» of blessing ; 

Lo, I stretch ont hand* of prayer; 
And, with passionate caressing, 

Poor mj life iipon the air. 
In my ears the syren rirer 

Sings, and smiles up in my face ; 
But for ever, and for ewer, 
Runs from my embrace. 

" Spring by spring the branches duly 
Clothe themsebres in tender flower ; 
And for her sweet sake as tmly 
AH their frnit and fragance shower. 
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Bat the stream, with careless laughter 
Runs in meny beauty by. 

And it leaves me yearning after. 
Lorn to droop, and lone to die. 

In my ears the syren river 

Sings, and smiles up in my face; 

But for ever, and for ever. 
Runs from my embrace. 



<f 



I stand mazed in the moonlight. 

O'er its happy face to dream ; 
I am parched in the noonlight 

By that cool and brimming stream : 
I am dying by the river 

Of her life that runs from me. 
And it sparkles by me ever. 

With its cool felicity. 
In my ears the syren river 

Sings, and smiles up in my face ; 
But for ever, and for ever. 
Runs from my embrace." 
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" O THOU Bdova ! O thou Beautiful I 
Throned on perfection for thy pedestal : 

spirit 8S the lightning wild and bright, 
Come from thy palace of the purple Hght. 
Come down to mortal arms a living form, 
With heavenly height of brow, and bosom warm. 
Glow human from the mist, thou Shape of Grace ; 
Thou tender wonder, fold me face to fiice. 

Art tiiou not mine, thou delicate Delight P 
Ha«t thou not visited me noon and n^ht ? 
Freighted with my dead Hopes I follow thee, 
like some Norse sea-ldng flaming out to sea. 
Say, are the pleasant bowers &r away, 
Declrt by thy dear hands for our maniage-day, 
Where we the gardens of delight shall roam 
In endless love P When wilt thou lead me home. 
To find our bliss in heaven's honied heart ; 
Live secret soul to soul, never to part P 

** O awfid Glory, felt, but never found ; 

1 have but seen thy Shadow on life's ground. 
I know thee now. Immortal ! show the way 
To thine Elysium, I could die to-day. 
Break into wings this chrysalis of my life. 
That I may soar to thee my spirit-wife. 

Thy dark bower-door, the Grave, gives me no fear ; 
When I emeige beyond, thou wilt be near." 
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O'er all his face tke sudden splendour smiled. 

Sweet as first loye, and sad as wailing winds. 

His soul had rent the veil 'twixt life and life. 

Slowly the shining vapours orb a Star, 

By fine degrees before his fix^d eyea. 

The Spirit he had sought thro' all the world. 

Turned full upon him fiiee to fi&ct at last 

She laid her hand upon his throbbing harp ; 

She prest her lips upon his passionate life ; 

The harp and htt stood still. His Bride was Deidih. 
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LITTLB WILLIE. 



* 9\ *^ » 



PooB little Willie, 

Wifli his maAy pretty wiles'; 
t^drlds 0^ wisdom in fas looks, 

And quaint, quiet smiles ; 
Hair of amber, touclit with 

Gold of heayen so brave ; 
All lying darkly hid 

In a Workhonse Grave. 

Ton lemeBBltmt UUle Willia> 
Fair and funny fellow 1 ho" 

8pn!ig>lStealiLy 
Frox» tha dirt of poverty. 

X 
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Poor Uttle Willie ! 

Not a fiiend was nigh. 
When, from the cold world, 

He croucht down to die. 



In the day we wandered foodless. 

Little Willie cried for bread ; 
In the night we wandered homeless, 

Little Willie cried for bed. 
Parted at the Workhouse door. 

Not a word we said : 
Ah, so tired was poor Willie, 

And so sweetly sleep the dead. 



*T was in the dead of winter 

We laid him in the earth ; 
The world brought in the New Tear, 

On a tide of mirth. 
But, for lost little Willie, 

Not a tear we crave ; 
Cold and Hunger cannot wake him. 

In his Workhouse Grave. 
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We thought Kim beautiful. 

Felt it hard to part ; 
We lo^«d1um dntiM^ 

Down, dowH, poor heart! 
The sltoims they may beat; 

The winter winds may rave ; 
Little Willie feels not. 

In his WiDridiDuse Grare. 

No room for little WSlie; 

In €ttd woiid he had no pait; 
On him stared the Gorgon-eye, 

Thro' whidii iooiks bo heart. 
Come to me, said Heaven; 

And, if Hearen will save, 
Little matters thoagk the door 

Be a Workhouse Grave. 



H % 



tM cs&ii»» fstbii tm niBijft'. 



A BALLAD OF THE OlTf TIME. 



Sweet Night, drop dowi^ fimh thy stanr]^* bower 

Thy influenoe dewj mlM; 
Softly bend over mgr lovd'» teader'iowe^^ 

As a Mother beAdi'dT^ Iwf duUlu 
Hush the hills in a mifiM$ ir^mb^^ 

To slumber stretch yalley and lea; 
Fold oyer all thy purple and pall, 

And bring my Love to me. 

Yon white witching Soon, wit& yonr beautiful smile ; 

You flowers that fondle his feet ; 
You weird wee Women of faiiyland, wile 

Not my Love with your kisses sweet. 



¥or him n^ bow^ m^M gr»^ 0wer 

Is dighted daintilie^ 
All gentle Powers tbat wsJk the mg\)j^hw3»» 

Hasten my Lo^e to pi^ 



I oount my lover's rosary over again. 

With its feelings and flBUidies and fears; 
Till it breaks in my brain with the tension of pdn. 

And my peaiis <«ze but trembling teani 
I sorrow and sing with tb« ihata at my breast^ 

But mine eyes <wat<9k unweaii^^y q 
Come crown them, and «alm them, and loss them to rest ; 

Dear my Loye, conie to i^ 



The ripe swelling buds that are quick with spring. 

Will peep from their silken fold ; 
And my broidered belt is too short to cUng 

Bound my waist with its girdling gold. 
But my Love he will bring the gay gold ring ; 

Base-bom his Babe shall not be i 
Leal is his love as the heayen above : 

He never will lightly me. 
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My Love lie bath Ixttle of ailTer or gold; 

Of lancl be bath, never a sod ; 
But my Love 19 a gay gaUant gentleman-^ 

He's a king by tbe grace of God. 
He bas borne up tbe battle-tide broad-sword in band ! 

He is comely as any ladye ? 
O nod were I a King'a daughter^ 

None other should many me. 

My Love shall not wait at th& Castle-gate, 

My Loye shall not tirl at the pin ; 
My Loye be shall dimb to my bower-window ; 

Stng O, but I 'U let my Loye in. 
The dragon below lieth weaxy and old, 

keeping all under the tree ; 
WhSe I feast my Loye upon apples of gc4d — 

But soft I He is coming to me. 



CBUHBS FBOK THE TABLE. 188 



THE 

SUNBEAM AND THE ROSE. 



" Pbetty Bosebad, are thy criinson 

Curtains still undrawn ? 
Odalisque of Flowers — 

Tender soul o' tlie fervid South 1 
I am dainty of thy beauty, 

AU this dewy dawn ; 
I am fainting for the ruddy 

Kisses of thy mouth." 

Sang the syren Sunbeam, 

With a voice made low to win ; 
Bound the Bose-heart playing, 

Till it toucht the tenderest strings ; 
" Pretty Bosebud, ope thy lattice, 

Let thy true love in.'* 
And for Heaven down-wavering warm. 

She waved her leafy wings I 
Listen, Ladies, to my sokq o' the Sunbeak and 

THE BOSE. 
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Out she sprang, kiss-coloored. 

In her eyes tlie dews of bliss ; 
All ker beauty glowing 

With a blush of bridal Hght I 
jGkMre her balm and bloom for hftn^uet 

To the golden kiss ; 
Proudly oped each chamber 

For a prmodier dielight. 

Soon the Serpent of Sweetness, 

Sated, could no longer stay ; 
And away he went, a-wooing 

Every flow» that blows ! 
'T was the reign of Boses 

When that Sunbeam passed to-day : 
Lonely in he^ rifled jaiin 

Diipgpt itl^ Ajmg IU)se. 
Listen, Ladies, to my ^oisq o' the ^unpeak and 

TSE B06^. 
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SONG. 



Mbthought to bear her brandies crowned 

With fruit, my virgin vine : 
Another fills her arms ; around 

Another life they twine ! 
So I lost the day, 

And all the night I wake, — 
Bird-like singing sad sorrow away, 

Until my heart shall break. 

While others gleaned Life's field for gold. 

With Flowers I made a crown : 
Till, looking up alone, behold, 

The deepening night came down ! 
So I lost the day. 

And all the night I wake, — 
Bird-like singing sad sorrow away, 

Until my heart shall break. 
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Ah me t I daspt a reed, and missed 

My sweetest Syrinx fled I 
Ah me ! my tenderest music 's kisi 

From lips (^ dear love dead. 
I have lost the day. 

And all the night I wake, — 
Bird-like singing sad sorrow away. 

Until my heart shall break. 
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LONG AGO. 



Old friend of mme, yon were dear to mj heart, 

Long, long ago, long ago. 
Little did we think of a time we should pert. 

Long, long ago, long ago. 
Hand daspt in hand thro' the world we would go. 
Down our old untrodden path the wild weeds grow 1 
Great was the lore 'twixt us ; sair was the smart : 

Old friend of mine long ago. 

Patient watch I kept for yon many, many a day. 

Long, long ago, long ago ; 
Waited and wept for you far, far away. 

Long, long ago, long ago. 
Merry came each May-tide, green leaves would start : 
Never came my old friend back to my heart. 
Londy I went on my weary, weary way, 

Old friend of mine long ago. 
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Oft as I muse at the shadowy nightfall 
Over the dear Long Ago, 

Borne on tears arises the dark, dark pall. 
Fallen on my heart long ago. 

Love is not dead, tho' we wander apart ; 

How I could clasp you, old friend, to my heart ! 

Barriers lie between us, but God knoweth all. 
Old friend of mine long ago. 



oHOkBd noii tat liAii^. l6v 



CRirOCROOK ROS£g. 



CsAiGCBOOK Boses I ruby, golden, 
Glowing gorgeous ; faint with passioB*; 

To the sweet flower-soul unfolden : 
Wreathe me in tife okl G#eek tehidttr 

Queen of sweetness^ eh)wlMd' wkh splendour. 
Every nek round Ibud meibsi^sj; 

Yet so meek and womanly tead^ 
Are you roylil Oniigerbok Bose^^ 
Warm aad i^inj OrugBh)ok* fibsev^ 

Leaning with some unknown yearning. 
You would make a lover sin, you 

Pretiy wooers, archly turning 

As you dimb to make us win you. 

Bipe perfection of fair fulness 
In your gracious bloom reposes ; 

And an emerald bower for coohiess. 
Summer builds my Craigcrook Boses, 
Amorous-dreaming Craigcrook Boses. 
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When the year is old and hoary. 
And the day is dark with dolours ; 

Still yon come, my guests of gloiy, 
In voluptuous dance of colours. 

And — ^tho' Earth like Age is toiling 
In the snowdrifts — ^perfumed posies 

Kiss me, crown my spirit smiling 
Down a dream of Craigcrook Eoses, 
Dear, delicious Craigcrook Boses. 

Fairest 'mong Light's daughters seyen, 
With your dainty dreamy graces ; 

You might light with loving leaven 
Smiles of spring in wintriest faces. 

At the solemn shut of daylight 
When the fair life-vision closes ; 

May my spirit float away light 
On a cloud of Craigcrook Eoses, 
Cooled and crowned with Craigcrook Boses. 
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SONG. 



O LoYE will make tlie leal heart aclie 

That never ached before ; 
And meek or meny eyes 't will make 

With solemn tears run o'er. 
In tears we pjarted tenderly, 

My Love and I langsyne ; 
And evermore she vowed to be 

Mine own, aye mine, all mine ! 

Sing the tree is blossoming. 

But the worm is at the root ; 
And many a darling flower of Spring 

Will never come to fruit. 
We meet now in the streets of life ; 

AU gone, the old sweet charms ; 
At my side leans a loving Wife ; 

She — ^passes Babe-in-arms. 



Hi ctmiia tiov. imi ^a^l^. 



DIRGE. 



% 1 It 



HAPPt tree ; 

fireen and fragranf tree ; 
Spring with budding jewels deck! it like' a Biide ! 

All 80 fair it bloomed^ 

And the summer air perfiimi^ ; 
Golden autumn finiitage smiled in 6fowns ot pride. 

human tree; 

Waesome wailing tree ; 
In the winter wind how it rbcks 1 h<o^ it grieves 1 

Oa a little low graye-mduk^ 

All its bravery lies disclrowiied : 
0*eT its fallen fruit it heaps the ^itliei^feaves. 



« 
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O Darling of mine I does she ever think 

Of the old-time thoughts and things ? 
O Darling of mine 1 does she come to drink 

At these wormwood spirit-springs ? 
For I sometimes dream as I bend above. 

That the kiss of her lips clings there. 
And the fiiding halm of her breath of lore 

Is eloquent in the air. 



(( 



If we met unaware, just to ease her heart's pain» 

Would she fedl on my bosom and sob ? 
Or would old memories glide thro' her brain 

With never an added throb P 
Is her pillow e'er wet in the dead night-hours ? 

When the heat of the daj is o'er, 
Does she turn, like me, for a handful of flowers. 

Into Love's happy Nevermore ? 



" there is no heart that loves on earth 
But may Uve to be loved again : 
Some other heart hath the same dear birth, 

And aches with the same sweet pain. 
And Love may yet come with a golden ray 

Shall lighten my life's despair : 
But Love hath no second shaft can slay 
The first love nestling there. 

O 
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" In the merry spring-tide when green bucU start, 

Wings break from the hnsk of care. 
And the dead beauty blossoms again in my heart. 

As I dream of the things that were : 
The buried Past lifteth a radiant brow, 

Some phantom-bark toucheth life's shore : 
And I am borne far from the sorrowful Now, 

Into Love's happy Nevermorei" 



All this Was but the imagery of dream ; 

For when the Morn in restless radiance rose, 

Her breath of beauty palpitating light. 

With clouds of colour smiling from the ground ; 

A sparkling ecstasy in the blue air ; 

And I with marvelling eyes had broke the seal 

Of slumber, read the letter of my Dream, 

Lo, Charmian was a fair and smiling Woman ! 

And oft the dimple gleamed upon her cheek, 

To vanish like a dew-drop in a rose ; 

And oft her laugh with reckless richness rung. 

And shook a shower of music-pearls around. 

I peered into the windows of her eyes, 

As one might come by ligM of day to look 



OKLY A DREAM. 211 

Adown the glade where he had seen the dance 
Of weird Elves in the night, but finds no trace. 
An aspect of the Graces I who could know 
The wreathen face that ¥n*ithed in my dream P 

But still, as in my Dream, I see her stand, 
Too living for a picture in romance. 
Telling the wild stem story of her wrongs, 
Holding the great Curse up to heaven for ever. 
To call God's lightning down, altho' it kill 
Her with her wedded Curse. And in my Dream 
The kings and queens of prospering love go by, 
And little heed this Martyr by the way ; 
This poor weak woman trembling 'neath her load ; 
This life fast fettered to a festering corse ; 
This love that bleeds to death at many wounds : 
This passing Tragedy of Soul within 
Our five acts of the Sense, that breaks its way 
Thro' human hearts i' the Theatre of a world. 



o 2 



BY THE SAME AUTHOR, 

THE BALLAD 

OF 

BABE CHRISTABEL, 

WITH 

OTHER LYRICAL POEMS. 

WFl'H EDITION, REVISED AND ENLARGED. 

Price Five ShUlingt. 

LONDON: DAVID BOGUE, FLEET STBEET. 



Times, 
" It Ib the production of a young man who has fought his way to 
the Temple^gate sword in hand. May the summer morning be fair 
as tlie spring dawn is bright 1 " 

Aiftenaum, 

*' In him we have a genuine songster. He has the true faculty of 
creative life Few poems in our recent outgrowth of poetic litera- 
ture are finer than some of these love-verses We have quoted 

enough to show that here is another poet, — and one whose story and 
position as a teacher and preacher clothe him with unusual interest/' 
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Blachoood^t Magazine, 
"Gerald Massey has already won for himself a considerable 
name in lyrical poetry. He possesses a large share of the poet's 
stirring inspiration : he has within him the soul of a poet. What he 
has already done — and it is worthy of high praise — ^we take but at 
an instalment of what he is yet to do." 

Edinhurffh Review, 

*' Mb. Gerald Masset's poems have already gone through seve* 
ral editions, and some of them deserve their popularity, l^e most 

fastidious tastes will be most charmed with such verses as these 

There is a real glow about all that Mr. Massey writes, though this 
glow is often somewhat hectic.'* 
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OPINIONS OF THE PBB8S. 

London Quarterly BevUw, 

His loYe-poetry is very pure and 8weet, and frequently rivals the 
most genuine strains of Bums." 

New York Tribune, 

"OsBALD Massey may anticipate a bright career among the 
modem masters of song. His fimlts are those of extreme youth. 
His merits repose on a substantial basis. He possesses gifts which, 
are rarely accorded even to the most fiivoured of mortals ; he is an 
acknowledged &vourite of nature ; and, under her genial training, he 
may hope for the attainment of a depth and expansion which will 
throw the present extraordinary productions into ^ shade. 

" None but the sternest or most narrow-minded critics will doubt 
that Gerald Massey is bom for a poet. He possesses a teeming 
imagination, which luxuriates in all the glories of the outward uni- 
verse. Never before were the joys of marriage life sung in such 
glowing strains/' 
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Spectator. 
**Tka.t a man struggling through such difficulties should write 
with a fusUity, a melody, an elegance of sentiment, and a breadth of 
thought, quite equal to any of our minor poets, and in these respects 
not fur short of writers scarcely to be reckoned as minor, is indeed 
surprising." 

Chamber^ s Journal: 

** If the extracts we have given do not suffice to show the promise 
with which this volume abounds, we must plead guilty to a mis- 
apprehension of what constitutes poetry of a high order, full of 
originality and freshness of feeling.'* 



» 



Examiner, 

" This book contains not a few lines and passages which may be 
£Edrly called immortal verse. We give it our best letters of recom- 
mendation." 

Church and State Gazette, 
" Hkaetily do we congratulate the age that sees the advent of 
such a poet as the author of ' Babe Christabeh' " 
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IN THE DEAD UNHAPPY MIDNIGHT." 



'T 18 Midnight hour, and the Dead have power 

Over the Wronger now ! 
He is tortured and torn by the orown of thorn 

That hath fallen ftom the Suicide's brow. 

Wind him around in the toil of thy charms ; 

Nestle him dose, young Bride I 
At the Midnight hour he is drawn from thy aims ; 

Thro' the dark with the Dead he must ride. 

The rose of her mouth is red-wet, red- warm : 
She smiles in her heaven of calm. 

Tost ! hurried I and sered in a pitiless storm ; 
Slumber for him bath no balm. 

He feels that ghostly groping along 

The Corridor of Dreams 1 
And a dark Desolation Lightning-Ht 

Is Ids face by ghastly gleams ! 

K 
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Love's cup flashes up for his crowning kiss. 
With his lip at the burning brim ! 

Lo, the Dead uncurtain his bower of bliss. 
Stretching wild arms for him I 

Wind him around in the toil of thy charms ; 

Nestle him close, young Bride ! 
Yet, at Midnight hour he is drawn from thy arms ; 

Thro' the dark with the Dead he must ride. 

And the Dark hath a million burning Eyes, 

All of his secret tell I 
And the whispering winds are damned fiends 

That hiss in his ears of Hell I 

Warm in her bed the young Bride lies. 

Breathing her peaceful breath : 
Dead Mother and Babe with their drowned eyes 

Stare dim thro' the watery death. 

'T is Midnight hour and the Dead have power 

Over the Wronger now ! 
He is tortured and torn by the crown of thorn 

That hath fallen from the Suicide's brow. 
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ONLY A DREAM. 



The silveiy veil of Sleq> came trembling domi 

Like sweet snow white and warm in a »lent world, 

And softly covered up the face of life. 

The nurse-like Spirit laid my body to rest, 

And went to meet her Bridegroom in the night, 

Who comes like music o'er the star-shored sea, 

And clasps her at the portal with a kiss. 

When lo, a hand reacht thro' the dark, and drew 

Her gliding silent on, and looking up 

The unfeatured gloom grew into Chdimian's face. 

I read her look, and we two wandered forth 

In the cool glory of the glimmering night : 

The Earth lay faint with love at the feet of Heaven ; 

Her breath of incense went up thro' the leaves 

In a lown sough of bliss. Warm winds on tip-toe 

Walkt over the tall tree-tops. Above us burned 

The golden legends on Night's prophet-brow ; 

The Moon rose o'er the city, a glory of gold ; 

Around us life rehearst Death's mystery. 
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And Cliannian wore her luminous loveliness 

As in a stole of sorrow ; by day she moved 

In some serene elysium ; queenly-sweet, 

And gracious ; breathing beauty ; a heaven of dreams 

In her large lotus eyes, darkly divine : 

Warm wing^ Ardours plumed her parted lips. 

But now her blooming Life's luxuriant flower 

Seemed withered into ashen spirit-fruit, 

And like a spirit flasht her white, lit face ! 

Portentous things which hid themselves by day. 

Sweet-shadowed 'neath her sunning beauty-bloom. 

Came peering thro' the dim and sorrowy night. 

Her lips, red-ripe to crush their fire-strong wine. 

Pouting persuasive in perpetual kiss. 

Were thin with anguish, bitter with pale pain. 

And from the windows whence her Beauty laught 

As Age went by, a life of suffering lookt. 

And perisht visions flasht their phantom light. 

White waves of sea-like soul had climbed, and dasht 

The red light from its heaven of her cheek. 

Her bounteous breast that breathed magnificence. 

And billowed with proud blood, sighed meekly now. 

The flowers her Spartan spirit crowned her with 

For the life-battle, dropt about her dead. 

Diaphanous in the moonlight grew her life 

With all its written agony visible ; 

Down the dark deep of her great grief I stared. 
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And saw the Wreck with all its dead around. 

And my heart melted in its moomfulness ; 

She moaned, as hers were breaking in its pain ; 

And then her voice vibrated piteous as 

A Spirit wailing in a world of tears, 

But stifled half its pathos not to hurt. 

" Earth sleepeth in the moonlight's mystic grace. 

The breath of blessings round her ; and all heaven 

Is passing thro' her dream ; it trembles near ; 

She feels the Seraph-kisses on her face ; 

But she will wake at morn in tears to find 

The glory gone — all was a dream o' the night. 

And thus my young Life slumbered, dreamed, and woke ! 

" It ran in shadow like the woodland brook, 

Feeling its way, with yearnings for the light. 

Until it surges flashing in the sun. 

And takes a crown of glory on its head. 

Even so I found him whom my soul had sought, 

And fled into his breast with a cry of triumph. 

Who lit up aU things beautiful for me. 

And thro' my happy tears there lookt in mine 

A face as sweet as morning violets, 

A face alight with love ineffable. 

The star-like heart-hid wonder trembling through : 

And o'er me leaned, — as Spring-heaven over earth. 

Dropping her love down in a rain of flowers, — 

To feed me with all flowers of delight. 

And crown me as his queen of all delight. 
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*' Light bung a garland grace about bid brow ; 
His voice, like footprints in tbe yielding sdow^ 
Sank deepest witb its softest fall of words. 
He gave tbe casket of bis bappineas 
Bicb witb Love's jewel for my bands to keep. 
Around bis stalwart beauty twined my Hfe, 
In golden oneness, and in proud repose ; 
And like a God be claspt me witb bis strength ! 
And like a God be beld me in bis heaven ; 
And all tbe air was golden witb my God. 

*' Alas, that Woman's life divorced from Man's, 
And seeking to be one again in love, 
So often flies back thro' tbe grim wide wound ! 
Alas, that Time should crowa witb fruit of pain, 
That seed from Eden whose fair flower is love ! 
They tore me from my Love 1 they thrust him forth. 
Spumed his rich love, and scorned his poverty ; 
Bent all the twining tendrils of my life 
To shrink back bleeding in their desolate home. 
My heart was shivered like tbe charm^ cap 
That, breaking, brings the Hall in ruins round ; 
And every fragment mim>red the great wrong ! 

*' And while my mind yet wandered dark and dumb. 
They sold me to a Worldling wrinkled, rich 
And rotten, who bought Love's sweet name for golA. 
They drest me in bride-flowers who should have worn 
The white and wimpled weeds of widowhood. 
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And led me forth, a jewelled mock^ ! 

'T was like a wedding with the sheeted dead. 

In silent hurry, and white ghastliness. 

No bosoms beat Love's cymbals music-matcht ; 

No blisses blusht, no bridal-kisses burned. 

The ring was on my hand, few saw the chain 

By which my Husband drew me to his home. 

And many envied me my happiness. 

That night as we sat alone I felt his eyes 

Bumingly brand me to the core, his Slave. 

" I dwelt within a golden world of wealth, 

Which flamed a glistering glory, bloomed a warmth 

Without, within was cold as a fireless hearth. 

The Image of Nuptial Love to which they led me 

A maiden sacrifice i' the Sanctuary, 

That should have raised me, smiled my tears away. 

And into quickness all my coldness kist. 

And fed with precious oil the lamp of love 

That in my heart, as in a tomb, burned on. 

Was a gaunt Skeleton whose grave-like arms 

Claspt me for ever to a loveless breast. 

" He was a cmel Tyrant, just too mean 
To murder, altho' pitiless as the grave ; 
A human ink-iish spreading clouds around 
When eyes of tender ruth would come too near. 
He had a thin-lipt lust of power which lookt 
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On torture in no rage of fiery blood. 

But with infernal light of gloating eyes. 

And yet I strove to love him. O my God ! 

While reaching from the heights of blessedness, 

To pluck the rainbow-fruit Heaven held to me, 

How had I fallen into a chasm that closed 

Its dark inevitable arms, and crusht 

Me, bruised and blind ! I struck, and struck, and beat 

With bleeding strength, in vain. A hundred hands 

Fought in the gloom with mine as water weak. 

At every step there stirred some hissing snake. 

I felt as one that 's bound, and buried alive ; 

The black, dank death-mould stampt down overhead. 

And cried, and cried, and cried, but no help came. 

" I heard the sounds above me far away ; 

The feet of hurrying Life, and loitering Love ; 

Eich bursts of music, hum of low sweet talk ; 

The dance of Pleasure dancing in her heaven. 

And rustling rain of a thousand dear delights. 

I knew the pictured world was lighted up. 

And bloomed, like bridal-chamber, soft and warm : 

How sang the merry, merry birds of bliss ; 

How Beauty's flower-guests stood crowned and drank 

The health of Heaven in its own golden wine. 

But not a crumb of all the glad life-feast. 

Nor drop of all the wanton wealth for- me. 

And if I stretcht weak arms to clasp my world, 
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A wormy moutli to my wild warmth was prest. 

And if I turned to lift a prayer to God, 

Above me burned two eyes like bottomless pits 

In which a nest of devils lurk and leer. 

And down my night there stoopt no smiHng heaven, 

With golden chances of a starry throne, 

And beckoning looks to bid me come be crowned. - 

" Around me rose the phantoms of the dark. 

The Grave's Somnambules troubled in their dream. 

Who walk and wander in the sleep of Death, 

And cannot rest, they were so wronged in life. 

The crownless Martyrs of the marriage-ring ! 

Meek sufferers who walkt in Kving helJ, 

And died a life of spiritual suttee. 

They came to claim their kin in misery, 

And show me, as they passed in solemn train, 

Their symbols of unutterable woe, — 

Scarred loves that bore the rack and told no tale ; 

Tear-drown^d hearts and stifled agonies ; 

The bleeding lips struck dumb by brutal hands ; 

Slow murders of the curtained bridal-bed ; 

The silent tortures and the shrouded deaths. 

" I wandered with them in the pitiless night 
Who seek the jewel fallen from Life's crown ; 
Oft stumbling, bled upon the cruel thorns, 
But rose, and struggled on. I strained mine eyes 
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Upon the dark, and raised mine empty cup ; 
Surely with one gold drop of honey-dew, 
Somewhere the heavens ran o'er t' enrich my life ? 

" Then came to me a thing most sweet and strange. 

As tho' an Angel kist me in the night, 

Or Magic Bose ilusht sadden in the gloom. 

A loosening charm wrought in my brain ; the weight 

That ached to be dasht out in utter death, 

Was melting like a wintry clod in flowers. 

In love's dead ashes burst a spark. I cried, 

* sweet light-bringer, in a bloom of dawn 

Eise, let me see what treasure I have found ! 

My little Bird shall hurry out the night. 

Till all my world is toucht with rosy gold : 

My little Bird of God shall sit and sing 

The dear day long, the dearer for the dark ! 

My rich, warm jewel, crimson with sweet life, 

Come shine where now I cross but empty palms, 

And clasp the new love-raiment radiant round. 

" ' If thou rise beautiful from Sorrow's sea, 
As Venice, Sorrow's child, is Beauty's Queen, 
Perchance thy little smiles, my Babe, may bring 
Some human softness in his face, and I 
Shall kiss the hand that hurts, for thy dear sake. 
And I shall walk with thee, my Child, with thee. 
Beneath new heavens, on an enchanted earth. 
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When I enfold thee in my arms, sweet Babe, 
My heart will scarcely breathe lest it should wake 
The sleeping wings of its new-nestling bliBs. 
When thou art born, my Child, all will be well ; 
For surely Love but vanisht in the dark 
To come back in the morning with my Babe ; 
And all the sweetness liveth on when all 
The bitterness is past ; and eyes that yearn 
Wet thro' the gloom are glorified at last. 
Soft baby-fingers feeling round my heart 
Shall melt its frost ; and baby-lips shall draw 
My tears in milk, and suck my sorrows dry« 
All hell may wrestle in one human heart; 
All heaven will nestle in my drop of dew/ 

" It came, my dazzling dawn's re-orient hope ! 
My tiny babe, with its sweet mournful eyes 1 
And the pale innocent but fanned his hate 
To frenzy ; for, in many a desolate day, 
And midnight, lying with my heart awake^ 
I had turned tearfully to look upon 
A precious picture worn by Memory, 
And in its beauteous image grew my Babe : 
Its luminous look had gathered all the light 
Tb&i lost beloved Presence left with me. 

" He poured his poison in the brimming glass 
My babe-joy-bearer lifted to my lips, 
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And dasht its golden vintage in the dust. 

I ran the gauntlet of his heU for years. 

And fell down on the threshold mad. My Child ! 

They took my Babe from me, my pleading Babe ; 

And when the pretty one pined for me, and cried, 

Straining his dim eyes for me till he died ; 

They called the Mother in to see her child 

That lay there in the little shroud with all 

Its beauty folded up for God in heaven : 

Dead 1 dead ! its dear eyes closed by stranger hands. 

" Much misery hath not made my spirit meek : 
Mine agony rends the bridal-veil : I cry, 
Come see what ghastly wounds bleed hidden here 1 
Behold where aU the Tortures of the Past 
Are stored by Law, and sanctified for use. 

» 

I drag my burthen to a nation's throne, 
And pray deliverance from this Tyrant's power. 
Pity me, all good people, as ye sit 
Within the golden circle of sweet marriage. 
Loving and loved, glorying and glorified ; 
Whose love makes life so dear, that when ye die 
And sit on heavenlier heights, your eyes will search 
To find the garden where Love's fruitage grew ; 
The nest from whence your pretty nurslings flew ; 
Our old W^orld smiling thro' its cloudy fold. 
And love it for the marriage love of old." 
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She ceased, and from afar methought there came 
Across the night an echo sad and low, 
Love answering love, heart crying unto heart. 



" In the merry spring-tide when green buds start. 

Wings break from the husk of care. 
And the dead beauty blossoms again in my heart. 

As I dream of the things that were ; 
The buried Past lifteth a radiant brow ; 

Some phantom-bark toucheth life's shore ; 
And it floateth me far from the sorrowful Now, 

Into Love's happy Nevermore. 
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She rises before me, that Darling of mine, 

Whom I lost in the world so wide ; 
O come to me, come to me, let thine arms twine 

About me, my life ! my Bride ! 
Ah me ! I am breaking my heart to see 

But the Image enshrined at its core ; 
Yet Memory's sighs bring a balm to me. 

Out of Love's happy Nevermore. 
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How I poured all my life in a beaker of bliss 

For her I how I held the cup. 
As the leaves, though the wantoii winds will kiss, 

Their tremulous dews hold up ! 
And my mind it walkt in a raiment white, 

Where stany thoughts reared a dome ; 
And the feast was spread, and the chamber alight 

For the guest that never came home. 
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Lovely she was as the lily is white, 

When the beauty of mom it wears : 
Pure she was as the perfect light 

That haloeth happy tears. 
Hearts straightway rose from the shadow and cloud. 

Where the light of her presenc-e kist ; 
Yet over the might of the proudest she rode, 

like Music, as she Ust. 



"Love, rosy clear, in her cheek's faint dyes, 

Its first sweet bloom just took ; 
Iiove came trembling up in her eyes. 

As the stars in a happy brook : 
Dear eyes 1 they were dreams of heaven, with a dance 

Of light in their deep rich gloom ; 
Whence the smiling heart lookt like the golden g^ce 

From the pansy's purple bloom. 
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Heath's Waverley Gallery. Portraits of the principal 
Female Characters in the Writings of Scott. Thirty-six higUy- 
finished Plates. Super-royal 8yo, splendidly bound in morocco, 
31s. 6d. ; with coloured Plates, £3. 

Gallery of the Graces ; or, Beauties of British Poets. 
Thirty-six beautiful Female Heads by Landseeb, Boxall, F. ' 
Sto:<e, &c.,- illustrating Tennyson, Campbell, Eogers, Landon, 
&c. Super-royal 8yo, 31s. 6d. morocco ; with coloured Plates, £3. 

Curiosities of Glass-making : A History of the Art, 

Ancient and Modem. By Apslby Pellatt, Esq. With Six 
beautifully coloured Plates of Antique Vases, &c. Small 4to, 
clotb, 128. 

The Cartoons of Raffaelle, from Hampton Court Palace. 
Engraved by John Burnbt. With Descriptive Letterpress and 
Criticed Remarks. Seven large Plates (24 inches by 34). In 
wrapper, 31s. 6d. ; or coloured, 63s. 

Vestiges of Old London: A Series of finished Etchings 
from Original Drawings, with Descriptions, Historical Associations, 
and other Inferences. By J. Wykeham Abchbiu Imperial 4to, 
India proofs, 60s. ; coloured, 63s. 

Views in Bome; Comprising all its principal edifices, 
and its surrounding Scenery. Engraved by W. B. Cooke. Thirty- 
.eight Plates, with a Panoramic View of the City. 4to, 21s. ; India 
proofs, £2 2s. 

The Bible Gallery : Eighteen Portraits of the Women 
mentioned in Scripture, beautifully Engraved from Original Draw- 
it^S^r'^^i^^ Letterpress Descriptions. Imperial 8vo, handsomely 
bound, 21b. ; with Plates beautifully coloured, 428. 

The Women of the Bible. Eighteen Portraits (forming 
a Second Series of Thb Biblb Gallbky). Handsomely bound, 
21s. ; coloured, 428. 



L 
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Illustkated Wobks — Continued.1 

Mflton's Poetical Works. Paradise Lost and Eegained, 

Comufl, Samson Agonistes, L' Allegro, '&c. ; with Essay on Milton's 
Life and Writings, by James Montoomeby. Illustrated with One 
Hundred and Twenty Engravings, by Thompson, Williams, Orbin 
Smith, &c., from Drawings by William Habvey. Two yolumes, 
crown 8yo, 248, cloth ; 34s. morocco. 

Cowper's Poems. "Witli Life and Critical Remarks, by 
the Kev. Thomas Dale ; and Seventy-five fine Engravings by 
J. Obbin Smith, from Drawings by John Gilbebt. Two vols, 
crown 8vo, 24s. cloth ; 34s. morocco. 

" The handsomest of the editions of Cowper."— iS^«c^ator. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence. With 

Life and Critical Eemarks by Allan Cunningham ; and Forty- 
eight Illustrations by Samuel Williams. 12s. cloth ; 17s. 
morocco. 

Beattie and Collins' Poetical Works. With an Essay 

on their Lives and Writings ; and Illustrations, engraved by S. 
Williams, &c., from Drawings by John Absolon. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 12s. ; morocco, 17s. 

The Language of Flowers ; or, The Pilgrimage of Love. 
By Thomas Milleb. With Eight beautifully coloured Plates. 
Second Edition, small 8vo, cloth, 6s. ; morocco, 10s. 6d. 

The Romance of Nature ; or, The Plower Seasons Illus- 
trated. By L, A. Twamley. With Twenty-seven coloured Plates, 
Third Edition, 31s. 6d. morocco. 

Flora's Gtems : Twelve splendid Groups of Flowers, drawn 
and coloured by James Andbews ; with Poetical Illustrations by 
L. A. TwAMLET. Imperial 4to, 21s. handsomely bound. 

Pictures of Country Life; or, Summer Rambles in Green 
and Shady Places. By Thos. Milleb, Author of "Beauties of the 
Country." With Illustrations by Samuel Willlims. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 68. 

London.] 
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IixusTRlTSD ^BK8 — Continued,^ 

Sir Walter Sootf s most Popular Works— 

Tafs lOuMtnttd MUumt. 

1. THE LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. 

2. THE LADY OF THE LAKE. 

8. MARMION : A TALE OF FLODDEN FIELD. 
4. ROKEBY. 

These elegant Tolnmes are uniformly printed in fcp. 870, and IlluB- 
trated with numerouB Engrayings on Steel. Price ta. cloth ; 10s. 6d. 
morooeo elegant 

Harding's Sketches at Home and Abroad. Sixty 

Views of the most interesting Scenes, Foreign and DonMstic, printed 
in tints, in exact imitation of the Original Drawings. Imperial 
folio, hidf-morocco, £6 68. 

" A treMare-hoaae of delight. Here northern Italy yielda up its arcMteotaral 
gloriei and its lake scenery— Venice its palaces— the TjxoX its romantic valleys 
and villages— the Rhenish cities their picturesque beauty— and France and 
England their greenest spots of remembrance."— ^A«m8um. 

The Beauty ai the Heavens. One Hundred and Four 
Coloured Plates, representing the principal Astronomical Phe- 
nomena; and an Elementary Lecture, expressly adapted for 
Family Instruction and Entertainment. By Chaelm F. Blunt. 
New Edition, 4to, cloth, 28s. 

Le Eenz's Memorials of Cambridge. Views of the 

Colleges, Halls, Churches, and other Public Buildings of the Uni- 
yersity and Town, engraved by J. Lb Keux ; with Historical and 
Bescriptiye Accounts, by Thomas Wbioht, B.A., and the Key. 
H. L. Joifiis. Two yolumes demy 8yo^ cloth, 248.; 4to, proofs, 428. 

Pearls of the East: Beauties from <'Lalla EooUl'' 
Twelye large-sized Portraits, by Fanny Corbaux. Lnperial 4to, 
31s. 6d. tinted ; plates highly*coloured, 52s. 6d. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. Edited by 

John Majok, with Illustrations by Absolon. New Edition, fcp. 
8yo, doth, 12s.; morocco, 18s. ; large paper, boards, 24 s.; morocco, 
31s. 6d. 
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PRACTICAL WORKS ON 

DRAWING AND PAINTING. 



JOHN BURNET, F.R.S. 

Landjscape Fainti]^ in Oil Colours Enlained, in 

I Letters on the Theory and Practice of the Art. Illustrated by 

i Fourteen Plates of Examples from the seyeral Schools. By John 

' Subnet, F.R.S., Author of '^Practical Hints on Painting.^ 4to, 

! 21s. cloth. 

Practical Hints on Portrait Painting. Illustrated by 

I Examples from the Works of the best Masters. By John Subnet. 
j Demy 4to, 21s. 

1 
I 

I Practical Essays on the Fine Arts ; with a Critical 

j Examination into the Principles and Practice of the late Sir David 
I Wilkie. By John Subnet. Post 8vo, 6s. 



FIELDING'S WORKS ON PAINTING. 

Treatise on Painting in Water Colours in Theory 

and Pi-actice. By T. H. Fielding, late Professor of Painting at 
the H. E. I. College at Addiscombe. With Plates, plain and 
coloured. Fourth Edition, 10s. 6d. 

The Theory and Practice of Painting in Oil and 

Water Colours. With an Appendix on Lithography. By T. H. 
Fielding. Fifth Edition. With numerous Plates, plain and 
coloured, 16s. 



The Elements of Art : A Manual for the Amateur, and 
Basis of Study for the Professional Artist By J. G. Chapman. 
Many Woodcuts. 4to, 10s. 6d. 

The Art of Painting Bestored to its Simplest and 

Surest Principles. By L. Hundebtpfund. Twenty-four coloured 
Plates. Post 8vo, Qs. 6d. 

t^* Manuals of Abt, see page 21. — ^Dbawino Books, page 28. 
London.] 
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ABCHITECTURAL WOEKS. 



RAPHAEL AND J. ARTHUR BRANDON. 

An Analysis of Gothick Architecture. Illustrated by 

a Series of upwards of Seyen Hundred Examples of Doorwaysi 
Windows, &c. ; accompanied with Eemarks on the seyeral Details 
of an Ecclesiastical Edifice. By E. and J. A. Bbandon, Architects. 
Two large yolumes, royal 4to, £5 5s. 

The Open Timber Beefs of the Middle Ages. Illus- 
trated by Perspective and Working Drawings of some of the best 
varieties of Church Eoofs ; with Descriptive Letterpress. By E. 
and J. A. Bbandon. Eoyal 4to, uniform with the above, £3 3s. 

Parish Churches; being Perspective Views of English 
Ecclesiastical Structures ; accompanied by Plans drawn to a Uni- 
form Scale, and Letterpress Descriptions. By E. and J. A. Bran- 
don, Architects. Two volumes large 8vo, containing 160 Plates, 
£2 2s. 



Winkles's English Cathedrals. Abchitectusal ais-d 

Picturesque Illustrations op the Cathedral Churches op 
England and Wales. New Edition, with the Manchester 
Cathedral. 186 Plates, beautifully engraved by B. Winkles ; 
with Historical and Descriptive Accounts of the various Cathedrals. 
In three handsome volumes, imperial Svo, cloth, £2 8s. 

*»* The Third Volume, comprising Lichfield, Gloucester, Here- 
ford, Worcester, Durham, Carlisle, Chester, Eipon, Manchester, and 
the Welsh Cathedrals, may still be had separately, to complete sets, 
price 24s. in 8vo, 48s. in 4to. 

Glossary of Architecture. Explanation of the Terms 
used in Grecian, Eoman, Italian, and Gothic Architecture, exem- 
plified by many Hundred Woodcuts. Fifth Edition, much enlarged. 
Three volumes Svo, 48s. 

Introduction to Gothic Architecture. By the Editor 

of the " Glossary ; " with numerous Illustrations, 4s. 6d. cloth. 
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Abouitjectuiul Wohes— Con^tnu^d.] 

Principles of Gothic Ecclesiastical ArcMtek^tnre. By 

M. H. Bloxam. With an Explanation of Technical Terms. 260 
Woodcuts, 6s. cloth. New Edition (In the Press), 

Stuart's Antiquities of Athens, and other Monu- 
ments of Greece. With Seventy Plates, accurately reduced from 
the great work of Stuart and Bevett ; and a Chronological Table, 
forming a yaluable Introduction to the Study of Grecian Architec- 
ture. 10s. Cd. 

Domestic Architecture. Illustrations of the Ancient Do- 
mestic Architecture of England, from the Xlth to the XYIIth 
Century. Arranged by John Bbitton, F.S.A. With an Histori- 
cal and Descriptive Essay. Fcp. 8yo, 5s. cloth. 



4- 



BIOGMPHT, 



The Life of William Etty, E. A, With Extracts from 
his Diaries and Correspondence. By Alexandbk Gilch&ist, of 
the Middle Temple, Barrister-at-Law. Two yolumes, post 8vo, 21s. 
cloth. 

Life and Times of Madame de Stael. By Miss Masia 

Norms. Post 8vo, 9s. cloth. 

Turner and his Works: A Biography, illustrated by 
Examples from his Pictures and a Critical Examination of his 
Principles and Practice. By John Bukket, F.R.S. The Memoir 
hy Peter Cunningham. With Plates. Demy 4to, 31s. 6d. ; Auto- 
graph proofs (only 25 printed), folio, £5 5s. 

Bembrandt and his Works ; with a Critical Examina- 
tion into his Principles and Practice. By John Burnet, F.R.S. 
Fifteen Plates, 4to, 81s. 6d. ; Artist's Autograph Proofs, imperial 
4to, £5 5s. (only 50 printed). 

Loin)ON.] 
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Mf Ii& and Acts in HImigpaay : Being a F^Bonal N«- 

ratiy* of his Gasaer ia eonmeetiofi with, tiie Berolirtioxb B7 
Abthub Gokgbi^ GonBiAndep-i]i.Ou0£ of the Huoguiaii Amy. 
Two Yolumes post 8yo, 21s. 

Men of the Time: or, Biogn^Uoal Sketches of Emi- 
nent Liying Charaeteis — AntiioiB^ Architectfl, Artists,. Composers, 
Gapitaliats, Dfamatists, DiTines^ BlacovenxB^ Sngineers, Journal- 
ists, Men of Science, Ministers, Monarchs, Noyelists, Painters, 
Philanthropists, Poets, Politicians, Savans, Sculptors, Statesmen, 
Trayellers, Voyagers, Warriors, With Biographies of Celehrated 
Women. Graatly Enlarged Edition. With Soyeial Hundred addi- 
tional Mcmairi^.8]aaU 870^ d44 pp., lis. 6d. olotb. 

Southey's Life of Nelson, mustrated by Dtocait, 

BiBKBT FosTEB, and others. Crown Syo, 6s. 

Memorable Women ; the Story of their Lives. By Mrs. 
Newton Crosland. Illustrated hy B; Foster. Fcp. Syo, 6s. 

" One of those 'vr orks about women which a woman only can write. We cannot 
imagine a more delightfal, strengthening, and elevating exercise for a yonthftil 
female, than the penual of such a Yolume as this of * Memorable Women.' "— 
Morning Advertiter. 

The B^faood of Great Men as an Example to Yooth. 

By John G. Edgar. With Cuts hy B. Foster. Third Edition, 
3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. gilt edges. 

" It would have been a matter of regret to see such a book badly executed. 
That regret we are spared, for this little volume is simply and well dm. The 
biographies are numerous and brief, but not too short to be amusing; and as 
thousands of boys thirst for greatness, which is acquired by ones and tena^ there 
will be thousands glad to read a book like this."— JKsamtncr. 

Footprints of Famous Men ; or. Biography for Boys. 
By J. G. Edqab, .Cuts hy Foster* Second Edition, Za. 6d« doth; 
4s. gilt edges* 

** A very useftil and agreeable volume. It is usefhl, as biography is always an 
important ally to history : and it is useful, because it gives another blow to the 
waning idea, that any eminence has ever been attained without severe labour.*'-- 
Standard. 
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BOOKS OF TRAVEL, &G. 



A Bamble through Normandy; or, Scenes, Characters, 

and Incidents in a Sketching Excursion through Calvados. By 
Geo&oe M. Musgbate, M.A. Post Svo, with numerous Illustra- 
tions, lOs. 6d. cloth. 

Constantinople of To-day : A Visit to the Turkish Capi- 
tal : with Descriptions of the City and its Inhabitants. By Theo- 
PHiLE Gautier. With Fao-similes of Photographic Drawings. 
Crown 8yo, 78. 6d* 

Albert Smith's Story of Hont Blanc, and the various 

Ascents thereof, from the time of Saussure to the present day. 
With Illustrations. JN'ew Edition, fcp. 8yo, 5b. cloth. 

A Month in Constantinople. By Albebt Smith. With 

numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood. Third Edition, fcp. 
Sto, 5s. cloth. 

Prince Adalbert. Travels of H.R.H. Priuce Adalbert, of 
Prussia, in the South of Europe and in Brazil ; with a Voyage up 
the Amazon and the Xingti. Translated by Sir R. H. Schomeubgk 
and J. E. Tayxoe. Two yehimes 8yo, Maps and Plates, 16b. 

Travels in Fern, during the years 183S-42, across the 
Cordilleras and the Andes into the Primeyal Forests. By Dr. J. J. 
Von Tschudi. Translated by Miss Boss. 8yo, 12s. 

The Boat and the Caravan : A Family Tour in Egypt 

and Syria. With Engravings on Steel from Original Drawings. 
Fourth Edition. Fcp. 8yo, cloth, 7s.; morocco, lOs. 6d. 

Tonr on the Prairies. I^arrative of an Expedition 
across the Great South- Western Prairies, from Texas to Santa F6. 
By Gbobge W. Esmball* Two yolumes, fop. 8yo, with Map and 
Plates, 6s. 

The Wonders of Travel; containing Choice Extracts 
from the best Boduk of Travel. Fcp. 8yo, Plates, Ss. 6d. 
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POETRY. 



Longfellow's Poetical Works. New and Complete Edi- 
tion, including "The Song of Hiawatha." With a fine Portrait, 
and other Engravings. Fcp., 6s. cloth ; 10s. 6d. morocco. 

The Song of Hiawatha. By H. W. Longfexiow. Few 

Edition, with the Author's latest Corrections. Fcp., 5s. cloth. 
Cheap Protectiye Edition. Is. sewed. 

The Golden Legend. By H. W. Longfellow. 2iid 
Edition. Fcp. 5s. cloth. Cheap Edition. Is. 6d. cloth ; Is. sewed. 

Poems. By Alexander Smith, Fifth Edition. Fcp. 
8yo, cloth, 5s. 

Sonnets on the War. By Alexander Smith^ and by 
THE Author op " Balder." Is. sewed. 

Griselda^ and other Poems. By Edwin Arnold. Fcp., 

6s. cloth. 

Poems. By Sheldon Chadwick. Fcp. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

The Ballad of Babe Ghristabel, and other Lyrical 

Poems. By Gebald Massey. Fifth Edition, 5s. cloth. 

Biov. Thomas Dale's Poetical Works. Including "The 

Widow of Nain," " The Daughter of Jairus," &c. New and En- 
larged Edition, fcp. 8yo, 7s. cloth ; IDs. 6d. morocco. 

Egeria; or. The Spirit of Nature. By Charles Mackat, 
LL.D. Fcp. 8yo, 5s. cloth. 

Town Lyrics. By Charles Maoeat. Crown 8vo, sewed, Is. 

Biecollections of the Lakes^ and other Poems. By the 
Author of " Moral of Flowers," " Spirit of the Woods," &c. Fcp. 
Syo, widi Frontispiece, 7s. cloth ; 10s. 6d. morocco. 
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FICTION AND AMUSEMENT. 



The White Chief. A Legend of Northern Mexico. By 
Capt. Maynb Rbid, author of " The Rifle Rangers," '* The Scalp 
Hunters/' &c. Three Yolumes, post 8yo, 31s. 6d. 

« We can recommend * The White Chief to all readers who desire a novel that 
shall make their hearts beat, and take them entirely out of the ordinary way of 
noTel rewdiag"—Atheneeum, 

*' All that Toong or old readers with a deep relish for adventures, perils, and 
catastrophes, in perpetual crescendo, could wish it tohe,"— Leader. 

Longfellow's Prose Works. " Hyperion," " Kavanagh," 
and " Outre-Mer." Fcp. 8vo. Uniform with Longfellow's Poeti- 
cal Works. 5s. 6d. cloth ; 10s. morocco. 

Wearyfoot Commpn : A Tale. By Leitch Eitchie. 

With Six Illustrations. Fcp. 8yo, 5s. cloth. 

** A production of a high order, eminently healthy in its tone and tendency, 
and fitted to stimulate and foster a spirit of manly independence," — Commonwealth, 

** A work of real geTdua,"^Illtutrated London News, 

Christian Melville. By the Author of '' Matthew Pax- 
ton." Fcp. Syo, with Frontispiece, 5s. doth. 

The Greatest Plague of Life ; or; the Adventures of a 

Lady in Search of a Servant, by One who has been almost Worried 
to f)eath. Edited by the Brothers Mayhew. Illustrated by 
Gbobge Cbuikshank. Crown Syo, 7s. cloth. 

Acting Charades; or, Deeds not Words. A Christmas 
Game to make a long cYcning short By the Brothers Mayhew. 
Illustrated with many hundred Woodcuts. 5s. cloth. 

Bonnd Games for all Parties. A Collection of the 

greatest Variety of Family Amusements for the Fireside or Pic- 
nic — ^Games of Action — Games of Memory — Catch Games — Games 
requiring the Exercise of Fancy, Intelligence, and Imagination — 
Directions for Crying Forfeits, &c. Second Edition. 5s. cloth gilt. 

A Cracker Bon-Bon for Christmas Parties : A Collec- 
tion of Humorous Dramas, Poems, and Sketches. By B. B. B&ouoh. 
Profusely Illustrated by Hike. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

LOXBOK.] 
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Fiction and Ahussmxnt— Coft^nicei.] 

The Dream of Eugene Aram. By Thomas Hood, 

Author of the " Song of the Shirt*' With Illustrations by Hakvby. 
Crown Svo, Is. sewed. 

The Magic of Industry; or, The Good Genius tiiat 
Turned Everything to Gold: a Fairy Tale. By the Brotiiers 
Mayhew. With Plates by Gbobge CKuiKfiHANit. 28. 6d. oloth. 

The Sandboys' Adventures ; or, London in 1851, during 

the Great Exhibition. By Hemsy Mayhew and Geosob C&uik- 
BHANK. 8yo, cloth, 88. 6d. 

Christopher Tadpole : Hs Struggles and Adventures. By 
Albert Smith. With Forty-two Illustrations on Steel, by John 
Lbitch, and a Portrait of the Author. 8s. 

*«* See also Comic Natxtbal Histobies, &e.»page 16. 

Guvami in London. Scenes and Sketches of London 
Life and Manners. By Mons. Gayabni. Beautifully engraved and 
tinted. Imp. 8vo, handsomely bound, 6s. 

The Pentamerone ; or. Story of Stories : An admirable 
Collection of Fairy Tales. By Giam. Basile. Translated from the 
Neapolitan by J. E. Taylor. With Illustrations by George 
Cbuixshank. Kew Edition Bevised. Crown 8yo, 68. cloth. 

Adventures of Bobinson Crusoe, complete. Eeprinted 

from the Original Edition, with Illustrations by Stothard. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Bobinson Crusoe, with numerous Woodcuts hy GsooaGE 
Cbuikshank and otiiers. Fcp. 8yo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

The Young Lady's Oracle : A Fireside Amusement, mth 
Coloured Plate, Is. cloth. 

The Qume of Whist : its Theory and Practice. :By an 

Amateur. With Illustrations by Kenny Meadows. New Edition, 
fcp. 8vo, 3s. cloth. 
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COMIC WOMS, 



GEORG£ CRUIKSHANIOS WORKS. 



Ky Sketch-book ; oontaming 
more tban Tvo Hundred laughable 
Sketches. By Geobgx CBViKsaAKX. 
In Nine Numbers, 28. 6d. each, plain ; 
8b. 6d. coloured. 

Scraps and Sketches, in Four 

Parts, each 8b. plain ; 12s. coloured. 



lUtistrations of Time. 

plain; i2s. coloured. 



8s. 



niustrations of Phrenology. 

8s. plain ; 128. coloured. 

The Bottle, in Eight Large 
Plates, Is. ; or printed in tints, Gs. 

The Dnmkard's Children. A 

Sequelto the Bottle. Eight large 
Plates, Is. ; printed in tints, 6s. 

*•* These two works may be had 
stitched up with Dr. Charles Mackay's 
UlustratiTe Poem, price 38. The Poem 
separate, Is. 

The Comic Alphabet. Twenty- 
six Humorous Des^ns, In case, 
2s. 6d. plain ; 4b. coloured. 

The LoYing Ballad of Lord 

Bateman. With Twelve Humorous 
Plates. Cloth, 2b. 

The Bachelor's Own Book: 

Being Twenty-four Passages in the 
Life of Mr. Lambkin in the Pursuit 
of Pleasure and Amusement. 6b. 
sewed; coloured, 8s. 6d. 

John Gilpin; Cowper's Humor- 
ous Poem. With Six Illustrations by 
GsoaoK Cxt;iKSHANK. Fcp. 8yo, Is. 



The Comic Almaiiack, from its 

Qommencem«nt in 1835 to 1853. Ulus- 
trated with numerous large Plates by 
Gkobox CnvixsHAKK, and many 
hundred amuslnf Cuts. 

•»• Any of the separate Years (ex- 
cept that for 1835) maybe had at Is. Sd. 
each. 

The Epping Hunt. The Poetry 
by Thomas Hood, the Illustrations 
by Qborgb CRuiKSHAinc. New Edi- 
tion, fcp. 8to, Is. 6d. 

The Toothache; imagined by 
HoxACX Maysvw, and realised by 
GzoaajB Crvixbuauk : A Series of 
Sketches. Incase, Is. 6d. plain; 3s. 
coloured. 



Vt. Bachelor Butterfly : His 

Veritable History; showing how, 
alter being Married, he narrowly es- 
caped Bigamy, and became the Step- 
father of £ight Hopeful Children. By 
the Author of "Mr. Oldbuck." 5s. 
cloth. 

Comic Adventures of Obadiah 

Oldbuck : wherein are duly set forth 
the Cesses, Chagrins, Changes, and 
Calamities by which his Courtship 
was attended j showing, al^o, the 
Issue of his Suit, and his Espousal to 
his Ladye-lore. Large 8to, with 
Eighty-four Plates, 7b. cloth. 

The History of ID*. Ogleby ; 

Showing how, by the Polish of his 
Manners, the Brilliancy of his Re- 
partees, and the Elegance of his Atti- 
tudes, he attained Distinction in the 
Pashionahle World. 150 Designs, 6s. 
cloth. 
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Comic Works — Continued.'] 

The Comic Latin Grammar : A Kew and Facetious 

Introduction to the Latin Tongue. Profusely Illustrated with 
Humorous Engravings by Leitch. New Edition, 5s. cloth. 

** Without exception the most richly comic work we hare ever aeeaJ^—TaWs Mag. 

New Readings from Old Authors. Illustrations of 

Shakspere, by Robert Setmoub. 4s. cloth. 

Tale of a Tiger. With Six lUustrations. By J. S. 
Cotton. Pep. 8vo, Is. 

Table-Wit^ and After-dinner Anecdote. By the 

Editor of *< Hints for the Table." Fcp. 8yo, Is. 6d. cloth. 



COMIC NATURAL HISTORIES. 

By Albert Smith, A. B. Keach, Horace Mathew, &c., &c. 

Frofu8ely Illustrated hy the best Comic Artists of the day. 
price one shilling each. 

ALBERT SMITH. 

The Flirt. 



The Gent. 
The Ballet Girl. 



Stuck-up People. 
Idler upon Town. 
A Bowl of Punch. 



Evening Parties. 



A. B. REACH. 

Bores. | Humbugs. | Eomanceofa Mince Pie. 

HORACE MAYHEW. 

Model Men. | Model Women. | Change for a Shilling. 

AlsOj in same styjej 

Hearts are Trumps. By James Hannat. 

Natural History of Tuft-hunters and Toadies. 

>, ), the Hawk Tribe (Swindlers, Blacklegs, &c.) 

)) )} a Bal Masque, * By the Count Cbicard. 
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SCIENTIFIC WORKS. 



Lectures on the Great Exhibition, and its Besults on the 

Arts and Manufactures. Beliyered before the Society of Arts, by 
some of the most Eminent Men of the day. In Two Series, price 
7s. 6d. each, neatly bound in doth. 

Lectures, on Gold^ delivered at the Government School of 
Mines for the Use of Emigrants to Australia. Crown 8yo, with 
illustrations, 2s. 6d. 

The BiOligion of Gfeology, and its connected Sciences. 
By Edward Hitchcock, D.D., President of Amherst College. 
Crown 8yo, 7s. cloth. 

Year-Book of Facts in Science and Art ; exhiUtmg 

the most important Discoyeries and Improyements of the Year, and 
a Literary and Scientific Obituary. By John Times, F.S.A., 
Editor of ** The Arcana of Science." Fcp. 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

*»* This work is published annually, and contains a complete and 
condensed yiew of the progress of discoyery during the year, syste* 
matically arranged, with Engrayings illustratiye of noyelties in the Arts 
and Sciences, &c. The volumes, from its commencement in 1839, may 
still be had, 5s. each. 

** Ably and honestly compiled."— ^fAfimeum. 

The Literary and Scientific Begister and Almanack 

for 1856 ; with an ample Collection of Useful Statistical and Mis- 
cellaneous Tables. Dedicated, by special permission, to Prince 
Albert. By J. W. G. Gctch, M.E.C.S.L., F.L.S., Foreign Seryice 
Queen's Messenger. Price 3s. 6d. roan tuck. 

" As perfect a oompendiam of useful knowledge in connection with Literature, 
Science, and the Arts, as it is necessary eyerybody should have acquaintance with. 
It is, in short, a littie volume which will save the trouble of hunting through many 
books of more pretension, and supply off-hand what, without it, would require 
much time and trouble." — Titnes, 

The Beauty of the Heavens. One Hundred and Pour 
Coloured Plates, representing the principal Astronomical Phe- 
nomena; and an Elementary Lecture, expressly adapted for 
Family Instruction and Entertainment. By Chahles F. Blunt. 
New Edition, 4to, cloth, 28s. 

London.] 
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DICTIONARIES. 



Webster's Quarto Dictioiiary^ imabridged ; contasning 

all the AVordfl in the EDglish Language, with their Etyxnologies and 
DerivationB. By Noah Wsbstbr, £L.D. Heviaed by Professor 
Goodrich. With Pronouncing Vocabularies of Scripture, Classical, 
and Geographical Names. New Edition, carefully printed in a 
large 4to Tolume, 31s. 6d. cloth ; 42s. calf. 

*(^^ The only complete work. All the octavo editions are Abtidgments. 

"All young persons ehonld bare a standard Dictiomiryat their elbow; and 
"while you are about it, get the best : that dictionary is Noah Webster's, the gx«at 
work unabridged. If you are too poor, saT* the amount from off your bad^ to 
put it into your head." 

" We can hare no hesitation in glTing it as our opinion, that this ie the most 
elaborate and successful undertaking of the kind which has ever appeared."— 
Times, 

"The Teteran Webster's work is the best and most tisefbl Dictionary of the 
English Language ever publiabed. Every page attests the learaiiig and talent, 
the sound judgment and nice discrimination, the great industry, profound re- 
search, and surprising perseverance of the author. It is a very manifest improve- 
ment on Todd's Johnson, and contains many thousand more words than that or 
any other English Dicticmary hitherto published."— ^xiuntnar. 

Webster's Octavo IMctionary. Abridged from the aboye. 

Cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Webster's Smaller Dictionary. Condensed by Chables 

RoBSON, crown Syo, 58. cloth. 

Webster's Pocket Dictionary. d2mo, 3s. 6d. 
Miniature French Dictionary, in Prencb and Engliab, 

English and French : comprising all the words in general use. 
The remarkably comprehensive nature and compact size of this 
little Dictionary admirably fit it for the student and tourist. Neatly 
bound in roan, 4s. ; morocco, gilt edges, 5s. 6d. 

Sharpe's Diamond Dictionary of the Englkh Lan- 
guage. A very small yolume, beautifully printed in a clear and 
legible type. Boan» neat, 2s. 6d. ; morocco, 3s. 6d. 
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MISCELLANEOUS WOEKS. 



Cariosities of London; em- 
bracing the most remarkable Objects 
of Interest in the Metropolis, Past 
and Present. By John Timbs, F.S.A. 
Small 6to, (pp. <600), with Portrait, 
14s. cloth. 

Tricks of Trade in the Adulte- 
ration of Food and Physic, with direc- 
tions for their Detection and Counter- 
action, Fcp. 8to. 

Satire and Satirists, six 

Lectures. By Jaxxs JEamit ax. Post 
Syo, 78. 6d. cloth. 

Bogae's Omdes forTravellers, 

in compact and conyenient Tolumes, 
pocket size :— 

1. BBX.GIX7M AND THB BhINX. HapS EUd 

Plans. 

2. SwiTZSHi^ND AND Savot, Map. 

3. Pabis : a Complete Guide to all Ob- 

jeets of Interest, Ss. 6d. 

%• Others in preparation, 

Sharpe's Boad-Book for the 

Bail, upon a scale of ten miles to an 
inch. With notices of Towns, Yillages, 
Principal Seats, Historical Localities, 
Tunnels, Yiaducts, and other objects 
of interest on the route. In Two 
DiTisions, price Is. each ; the two in 
One Volume, cloth, 26. 6d. 

The Happy Home. B7 the 

Author of "Life in Earnest." New 
Kdition, cloth, Is. 6d. 

French Domestic Cookery, 

combining Elegance with Eecaiomy; 
in 1200 Keceipts. With numerous 
Engravings. Fcp. 8to, 48. cloth. 

Floral Fancies; or Morals 

from Flowers. With Seventy Illus- 
trations. Fcp. 8to, 7s. cloth. 

The London Anecdotes for all 

Beaders, on the Plan of the Percy 
Anecdotes. Two Tolumes, 4s. cloth. 



Williams's Symbolical En- 

did, chiefly ft-om the Text of Dr. 
Simson. Adapted to the Use of Stu- 
dents, by the Bev. J. M. Williaks, 
of Queen's College, Cambridge. New 
Edition, 68. «d. cloth ; 7s. roan. An 
8vo Edition may also be had. 78. 
cloth. 

*«.*' This edition is in use at many of 
the Public Schools. 

£ing*s Interest Tables, on 

Sums Arom One to Ten Thousand 
Pounds. Enlarged and improved, 
with several useful Additions. By 
Joseph Kivq, of Liverpool. In one 
large vol. 8vo, 21b. 

Seven Hundred Bomestic 

Hints, combining Elegance and Eco- 
nomy with the Enjoyment of Borne. 
By a Ladt. Neatly bound in cloth. 
2s. 6d. 

The Fountain of laving 

Waters. 2s. cloth gilt. 

The O^lory of Christ illustrated 

in his Character and History, and in 
the Last Things of his Mediatorial 
Government. By Gaiwimxb Sp&ino, 
D.D. Fcp. 7s. cloth. 

The Book of the Months, and 

Circle of the Seasons. Embellished 
with Twenty- eight Engravings from 
Drawings by William Harvkt. 
Beautifully printed in fcp. 8vo,8s. 6d. 
cloth. 

Sketches of Canadian Life, 

Lay and Ecclesiastical, Illustrative of 
Canada and the Canadian Church. 
By a Pkesbttxr of the Diocssx of 
ToEOMTo. Post 8vo, 6s. 

life's Lessons: A Domestic 
Tale. By the Author of " Tales that 
Might be True." New Edition, with 
Frontispiece, fcp. 8vo, 4s. cloth. 
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MiBCBLLAKZons WoBKS — C(mtinued,'] 

BOOKS WITH ILLUMINATED TITLES. 

IK THX STTLS OP THB OLD KOXISH MISSALS. 



JdotAs of ^ottrp. 



The Lyre: Fugitive Poetiy of 
the Nineteenth Century. 

The Poetry of Flowers. 



The Laurel: A Companion 

Yolume to the Lyre. 

Poetry of the Sentiiiients. 



*»* Ss. 6d. each, neatly bound. 



CEUgant Jlftintattire CBtfitions. 



Yicar of Wakefield. 
Cottagers of Olenbnmie. 
Sacred Harp. 
Cowpefs Poems, 2 vols. 

Thomson's Seasons. 



Scott's Lady of the Lake. 

Scott's Marmion. 

Scott's Lay and Ballads. 

Scott's Bokeby. 

Scott's Select Poetical Works. 

4 yds. containing the above Poems 
uniformly bound. 



%* Each Tolume, very neatly bound and gilt, 2s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. morocco. 



USEFUL WORKS. 

One Shilling Hach, neatly bound* 

Etiquette for the Ladies. | Handbook of Pencil Drawing 

Forty-first Edition. 



Etiquette for Gentlemen. 

Thirty-fifth Edition. 

Etiquette of Courtship and 

Matrimony, with a complete Guide to 
the Forms of a Wedding. 

Language of Flowers, with 

illuminated Covers and coloured Fron- 
tispiece. 



(Plates). 

A Shilling's Worth of Sense. 
The Weather Book : 300 Rules 

for Telling the Weather. 

The Ball BrOom Preceptor 

and Polka Guide. 

Ball BrOom Polka, with Music 

and Figures. 
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MisCELLAMEOUS WoBKS — Continued,'] 

MANUALS OF INSTRUCTION AND AMUSEMENT. 

One Shilling each, neatly Printed and Bluttrated. 



1. KTannalof Flower Garden- 
ing for Ladies. By J. B. Whitino, 

Practical Gardener. Second Edition. 

2. Manual of Chess. By 

Charlee Kxxmt. 

3. llaniial of Music. By c. 

W. Mahbt. 

4. Mannal of Domestic Eco- 
nomy. By J«HX TixBS. 



5. ITannal of Cage Birds. By 

a Practical Bird keej;>er. 

6. llannal of Oil Painting; 

with a Glossary of Terms of Art. , 

7. llannal for Butterfly Col- 
lectors. By.ABBL iMapBN. Plates. 

8. ITanual of Fainting in 

Water Colours. 



TILT'S CABINET LIBRARY EDITION. 

1. Dr. Johnson's Lives of the English Poets. 

2. Boswell's Life of Johnson. 

3. Oliver Goldsmith's Works. 

4. Hervey's Meditations and Contemplations. 

•^^* These Works are clearly and beautifully printed by Wbitting- 
ham, and each comprised in a handsome fcp. 8yo volume. Their 
elegance and cheapness render them very suitable for Presents, School 
Frizes, or Trayelling Companions. Price 6s. each, neatly half-bound 
in morocco ; or, 9s. calf extra. 

'^ Tilt's Edition" must be specified in ordering the abore. 



Panoramic View of Palestine^ or the Holy Land, before 

the Destruction of Jerusalem, depicting the sites of the yarioos I 
localities mentioned in Scripture. With Beferences. In a folding 
cloth case. Plain, 2s. 6d. ; coloured, Ss. 6d. I 

The Pocket Peerage and Baronetage of Great Britain 

and Ireland. By Henrt B. Fobsteb, of the " Morning Post."] 
Corrected to January, 1855. Keatly bound, 6s. 
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JUYENILE WORKS. 



CAPTAIN REID'S BOOKS OF ADVENTURE FOR BQYS. 

The Bosh Beys; or, the History and Adyentores of a 
Cape Fanner and his Family in the Wild Karoos of Southern Africa. 
By Captain Matnb Rbid, Author of "The Boy Hunters," "The 
Young yoyaseuis,"&c With Twelve Illustrations. Fcp. 7s. dotli. 

The Desert Home ; or, English Family Robinson. With 
nnmerous lUustrations hy W. Hastbt. Fiith Edition, doth, 7s.; 
with coloured plates^ 10s. €d. 

The Bey Hunters ; or, Adventures in Search of a White 
Buffalo. With numerous Plates by Habtet. Fourth Edition, 
cloth. 7s* ; coloured, tOs. 6d. 

The TOTUlg Voyageurs; or, Adyentures in the Fnr 
Countries of ihe Far North. Plates by Ha&vst* Second Editio% 
cloth, 7s. ; with coloured plates, 10s. 6d. 

The FoKMrt Ihdles ; or. Perils of a PeniTian Family amid 

the Wilds of the Amazon. With Twelve Plates. Second Edition, 
7s» cloth ; with coloured plates, 10s. 6d. 

" At a writer of books for boys, oommeiid us above all men. living to Captain 
Majne Heidi Wbererer his new book goes this new year, there will be abundant 
del^ht for hours of reading^, and plenty to talk of by the evening fire. Toils and 
adventures, dangers, darings and sufferings are narrated in the most vivid manner 
— ^thorongluy fascinating the mind of the reader, and retaining it in fixed and 
eager attention tiU a cruris of some kind is reached. Take our word for it, boy 
friends, if you become Captain Mayne Beid's ' boy readers ' on our recommendation, 
you will thank us for it with all your hearts, and praise the book more enthusias- 
tically than we have fkm»,"-^lfaneo^formUt. 



The Boy's Own Book : A complete EncyciopseMa of aU 

the Diversions — Athletic, Scientific, and Recreative — of Boyhood 
and Youth. With several hundred Woodcuts. New Edition, 
greatly enlarged and improved. Handsomely bound, 8s. 6d. 

The Little Boy's Own Booi^ an Abridgment of '' The 
Boy's own Book" for Little Boys. 3s. 6d. neatly bound. 



\ 
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JuTExnJE Works— Con^mwtfi.] 

MR. K. MAYHEW^ BOOKS OF SCIENCE FOK BOYS. 

The Wonders of Science ; or, Young Humphry Davy 
(the Cornish Apothecary's Boy, who taught himself Natural Phi- 
losophy, and eventually became President of the Koyal Society). 
The Life of a Wonderful Boy, written for Boys. By Henrt Mat- 
hew, Author of " The Peasant-Boy Philosopher, &c. With Illus- 
trations by John Gilbert. Second Edition. Fop., 6s. doth. 

** A bettes hero for a bo3r'8 book Mr. Mayhew could not hare found, and no 
writer woald haye treated the story more successfully than he has done. We have 
l<»ig boen in want of a ' young people's author,' and we seem to have the right man 
in the right place in the person of Mr. Mayhew."— jl^Aimanim. 

The Story of the Peasant-Boy Philosopher or, "■ A 

Child gathering Pebbles on the Sea-shore." Founded on the Life 
of Ferguson the Shepherd-boy Astronomer, and showing how a 
Poor Lad made himself acquainted with the Priociplefl of Natural 
Science. By Henry Mayhew, Author of "London Labour and 
the London Poor." With Eight Illustrations by John Gilbbrt, 
and numerous Drawings printed in the text. Second Edition, 6s. 
cloth. 

" Told with the grace and feeling of Goldsmith, and by one who has that know- 
ledge of science which Gtoidsmith lacked. It is as if Brewvterand poor * Goldy ' 
had combined to produce this instructiye and beautifully told tale."— JSira. 



MR. J. G. EDGAR'S BOOKS FOR BOYS. 

The Boyhood of Great Men as an Example to Youth. 
By J. G. Edoar. With Cuts by B. Fosteb. Third Edition, 
3s. 6d. doth ; with gilt edges, 4s. 

Footprints of Famous Men; or. Biography for Boys. 
By J. G. EneAm. Cuts by Fosteb. Second Edition,. 3s. 6d. cloth ; 
48. gilt edges. 

History for Boys; or, Annals of the I^ations of Modem 
Europe. By J. G. Edgab. Fcp. Sto, with lUustrationa by Gsobge 
Thomas, 5s. cloth gilt. 

LOHDOK.] 
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JCTXMILS WoBXS — Continued,'} 

Grimm's Household Stories. Newly translated, and 

Illustrated with 240 Engravings by Edwabd H. Wehnebt. 2 vols. 
128. cloth. 

Mia and Charlie ; or, a Week's Holiday at Eydale Keo- 
tory. "With Eight Engravings by B. Fostex. Fcp., 4s. 6d. cloth. 

Southey's Life of Nelson. rinely-iUnstrated Edition, 

with Engravings from Drawings by Duncait, B. Fosteb, and 
others, partly printed in the text, and part in tints on separate pages. 
Small 8vo, 6s. neatly bound. 

Memorable Women ; the Story of their Lives. By Mrs. 

l^xwTON Ckoslind. lUustrated by B. Fostbb. Fcp. 8vo, 6s. 

The Boat and the Caravan : A Family Tour in Egypt 

and Syria. With Engravings on Steel from Original Drawings. 
Fourth Edition. Fcp. 8vo, cloth, 7s.; morocco, 10s. 6d. 

Emma de Lissauj or, Memoirs of a Converted Jewess* 
With Illustrations by Gilbert. New Edition, 7s. cloth ; 10s. 6d. 
morocco. 

Miriam and Rosette; or. The Twin Sisters; A Jewish 
Narrative of the Eighteenth century. By the Author of " Emma 
de Lissau." Illustrated by Gilbbkt. 38. 6d. doth. 

May Ton Like It : A Series of Tales and Sketches. By 
the Bev. Chablea B. Tatlbr, Author of '^Becords of a Good 
Man's Life." Fcp. Svo, 78. 6d. doth ; lOs. 6d. morocco. 

The Whaleman's Adventtires in the Southern Ocean. 

By the Bev. Hek&y T. Chbbvbb, Edited by the Eev. W. 
Scobbsbt, D.D. Fcp. Svo, 3s. 6d. 

Farlonr Magic. New Edition, reyised and Enlarged, 
with the addition of several Tricks from the Performances of Messrs. 
Houdin, Bobin, &c. 4s. 6d. cloth. 
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Juvenile Wobks — Continued.'] 

The Youi^ Islanders ; a Tale 

of the Seaward-House Boys. By Jxf. 
Taylob. Tinted plates, 6s. cloth. 

History of England, for Young 

Persons. By Anne Lydia Bond. 
Eighty Illustrations, 3s. 6d. 

BarbatQd's Lessons for Chil- 
dren. Ck>loured plates, Is. 

Bingley's Stories about Dogs 

(Plates). Ss. 

Bingley's Stories about In- 
stinct (Plates). 3s. 

Bingley's Tales of Shipwreck 

(Plates). 3s. 

Bingley's Stories about 

Horses (Plates). Ss. 

Bingley's Tales about Birds 

(Plates). 3s. 

Bingley's Tales about Travel- 
lers (Plates). 36. 

Bingley's Bible Quadrupeds 

(Plates). 8s. 

Boy's Treasury of Sports and 

Pastimes (300 Engravings by S. 
Williams), icp. Sto, cloth. 68. 

Child's First Lesson Book 

(many Cuts), square cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
coloured, 6s. 

Family Poetry, by the Editor 

of *' Sacred Harp," silk, 2s. 6d. 

The Church Catechism Illus- 
trated : with the Order of Confirma- 
tion. With numerous Engravings 
on wood. Neatly done up in gilt 
cover as a gift or reward book. Is. 

Original Poems for My Chil<- 

dren. By Thomas Miller. Profusely 
Illustrated. 28. 6d. cloth. 



Life of Christ, New Edition (28 

Plates). 4s. 

Hervey's Beflections in a 

Flower Garden (12 Coloured Plates). 

48. 

History of My Pets, by Grace 

Greenwood (Coloured Plates). 2s. 6d. 

Mother's Present to her 

Daughter, silk, 2s. 6d. 

Parley's Visit to London, 

(Coloured Plates) cloth, 48. 

Pictorial Bible History, com- 
plete in One Volume, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Bural Amusements for 

School-boys during the Holidays 
(Cuts), cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Sedgwick's Stories for Young 

Persons (Plates), cloth, 8s. 6d. 

George Cruikshank's Fairy 

Library, Edited and Illustrated by 

GkOROB CaXTIKSHAMK. 

1. Hop o' My Thumb, Is. 

2. Jack amb thk Bsan-stalk, Is. 

3. Cixdsuklla; or, thb Glass Slip- 

rxB, Is. 

The Comical Creatures from 

Wurtemberg ; from the Stuffed Ani- 
mals in the Great Exhibition. Square, 
cloth, 8s. 6d. ; coloured, 6s. 

Comical People met with at the 

Great Exhibition, from Drawings by 
J. J. G&ANDViLLE. Small 4to, Ss. 6d. ; 
coloured, 6s. 

Comical Story Books, with 

Coloured Plates. Is. each. 

1. Thk Wxasxls of Holmwoob. 

2. Thb Wondbbful Hakb Hunt. 
8. Stoht of Rbtnasd thb Fox. 

4. Ladt Chaffinch's Ball. 

5. Aldbbman Gobblb. 

6. A Comical Fight. 
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JuTXMlLB WoBES-r-Con/muer?.] 

I^ Flayinate; a Pleasant 
Companion for Spare Hours. Witii 
numerous Illustrations. Complete in 
One Volume, doth, gilt, 5s. 

Harry's Ladder to Learning. 

Picture Books for Children. Frioe 
6d. each, plain ; Is. coloured : — 



Hakst's 
Rakkt's 
Habkt's 

flAB&T*8 

Hakrt's 
Harry's 



HoRK Book. 
FiCTTRE Book. 
CouNTST Walks. 

NXTRSXRT SOMOB. 

SxKPLK Stories. 
NuBSKRy Tales. 



Or the Six bound in one volume, Ss. 6d. 
cloth; or with coloured plates, 6s. 

Harry's Book of Poetry: 

Short Poems for the Nursery. By 
Eliza Grotk. With numerous Illus- 
trations by H. Wkir, B. Fostbr, and 
others. Square, cloth, Ss. 6d. ; or with 
coloured plates, 68. 

Flowers of Fable (i80 Eogray- 

ings), 4s. 



Little Kary's Books for Chil- 
dren. Price 6d. each, proftisdy 
Illustrated :» 

Peixbr ; SpBLLTKa Book; Rbadino 
Book; HiffroBT of £MeLAKi>; Scrip- 
TURB Lessons ; First Book of Pobtrt ; 
Seconb Book of Pobtri ; Babes ikthr 
Wood; Picturb Biddlbs; Littlb 
Mabt avx> bbb Doll. 

Little Mary's Treasury, being 

Eight of the aboye bound in one 
Tolume, doth, 58. 

Little Mary's Lesson Book; 

containing *' Primer," ** Spelling," 
and "Reading/' in One Volume. 
Cloth, gilt, 2s. 6d. 

Tom Thumb's Alphabet. lUus- 

trated with Twenty-six humorous 
Engravings by W. M'Conmbll. Price 
Is. ; coloured plates, 2b. 

Figures of Fun; Two Parte 

(Coloured Plates), Is. 



HOME BOOKS. 



Home Lesson Books. 

The Hoki Primxr, nearly 200 Cuts, 

cloth, Is. 
Thk Home Natxtral Histort, Cuts, 

cloth, Is. 
The Hokb Qramuar, Cuts, cloth, Is. 
Each may be had with Coloured Plates, 
28, 6d. 



Home Story Books. 

The Wbll-brbdDoll, Cuts,clofh, Is. 

The Discontbmtkd Chickeits, Cuts, 

cloth. Is. 
Tub History of Little Jane and 

HXR New Book, Cuts, cloth. Is. 

Or, with Coloured Plates, 2s. 6d. 



INDESTRUCTIBLE BOOKS. 



Bertie's Indestructible Books. 

Printed on Calico, 6d. each. 

4. woodsxdb. 

5. Wild Beasts. 

6. Bird Book. 



1. Horn Book. 

2. Word Book. 

3. Farm Yard. 



7. NUBSB&T DlTTUS. 

Bertie's Treasury; being six 

of the aboye bound in One Volume. 
3s. 6d. cloth. 



Indestructible FleasureBooks • 

Price Is. each, coloured. 

1. MOTHER HUBBARD. 

2. BO-PEEP. 

8. COCK ROBIN. 

4. CAT AND MOUSE. 

5. OLD WOMAM AND HER PrO. 

6. MOTHER GOOSE. 
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MINIATUEE CLASSICS. 



A Choice Collection of Standard Works^ elegantly 

printed, illustrated with Frontispieces, and published at extremely 
low prices, with a view to extensive circulation. The binding is 
executed in a supmor manner, and very tastefully ornamented. 

Any work may be purchaaed separately. The prices per Tolome az»«- 

OrnamcBted doth^ gilt edges . . . . Is. 6d. 

Prettily bound in silk 28. Od. 

Tery handsome in morocco 3s. Od. 

TkMeto ivldeh a atur 1> jnroflxed, belof much thlek«r tiian the otbers, are 6d. par rtl. extn. 



Bacon's Essays. 

Seattle's Minstrel. 

Channinff*8 Essays. Two v(^. 

Chapone's Letters on tbe Mind. 

Coleridge's Ancient Mariner, &c. 
•Cowpcr^s Poems. Two vols. 

Elizabeth ; or, the Exiles of Siberia. 

Falconer's Shipwreck. 

Kenelon's Eeflections. 
*Gems of Anecdote. 
*Gem8 of Wit and Humonr. 
^Gems from American Poets. 
*Gem8 from Shakspetire. 
•Gems of American Wit. 
•Gems of BritUh Poets — 

1st Series Chaucer, to Goldsmith. 
2nd „ Falconer to CampbelL 
8rd „ Living Authors. 
4th „ Sacred. 
•Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 

Goldsmith's Essays. 

Goldsmith's Poetical Works, 

Gray's Poetical Works. 

Guide to Domestic Happiness. 

Gregory's Leeacy to his Daughters. 
'Hamilton's Cottagers of Glenbnrnie. 



^Hamilton's Letters on Education . 2 y. 

Lamb's Tales from Shakspeare. Two 
Volumes. 

Lamb's Rosamund Gray. 
•Irving's Essays and Sketches. 

Johnson's Basselas. 

Lewis's Tales of Wonder. 

Mason on Self-knowledge, 

Milton's Paradise Lost Two Yols. 
•More's Coelebs. Two Vols. 

More's Practical Piety. Two Vols. 
•Pious Minstrel. 

Paul and Virginia. 

Pure Gold from Rivers of Wisdom. 
* Sacred Harp. 

Scott|8 Ballads, See. 
♦Scott's Lady of the Lake. 

Scott's Lay of the Last Minstrel. 
•Scott's Marmion. 
•Scott's Rokeby. 

•Shakspeare'8 Works. Eight Vols. 
•Thomson's Seasons. 

Talbot's Reflections and Essays. 

Walton's Angler. Two Vols. 

Warwick's Spare Minutes. 

Young's Night Thoughts. Two Vols. 



As there are several inferior imitations of this popular series, it is 
necessary, in ordering, to specify— "tilt'S edition." 

The whole Series may be had in a Case representing two handsome 
Quarto Volumes, lettered ^^ London Librakt of Bbjtish GiiAssics," 
which, when shut, is secured by a patent spring lock, for £5 5s., form- 
ing a very useful and acceptable 

BIRTHDAY AND WEDDING PRESENT. 



London.] 



28 



DAYID BOGUE'S ANNUAL CATALOGUE. 



DRAWING BOOKS, 



J.D.HARDING. 

Early Drawing Book: Ele- 
mentary Lessons. Six Numbers, 
Is. 6d.; or in cloth, 10s. 6d. 

Drawing Book for 1847. Six 

No6. Is. 6(1. ; or cloth, lOs. 6d. 

SAMUEL PROUT, F.S.A. 

Frout's Mlcrocofian; or, Ar- 
tist's Sketch-book. Many Hundred 
Groups of Figures, Boats, &c. Im- 
perial 4to, 248. neatly bound. 

Elementary Drawing Book 

of Landscapes, Buildings, &c. Six 
Numbers, Is. 6d. ; cloth, lOs. 6d. 

MONS. JULIEN. 

Studies of Heads : by Mons. 

JuLiBK, Professor of Drawing in the 
Military School of Paris. Lithographed 
byT. Faxrlamd. Six Numbers, 2s. 
each ; or cloth, 14s. 

The Human Figure: A Series 

of Progressive Studies, by Mens. 
JuusN. With Instructions. SixNos. 
2s. each ; or cloth, 14s. 



GEORGE CHILDS. 

Drawing Book of Objects: 

Nearly 500 Subjects for young Pupils 
and Drawing-classes in Schools. Six 
Numbers, Is. ; cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Little Sketch Book: Easy 

Studies in Landscapes, Figures, &c. 
ImproTed Edition. Fourteen Nos. 6d.; 
or 2 vols, cloth, 4s. each. 

Ei^^lish Landscape Scenery: 

Sketches from Nature for finished 
Ck)pies. Six Numbers, Is. each; 
cloth, 78. 6d. 

Drawing Book of Figures: 

Sketches from Life at Home and 
Abroad. Several hundred Figures. 
Six Nos. Is.; or bound, 7s. 6d. 

DRAWING COPY BOOKS. 

A New Method of Teaching 

Drawing by means of Pencilled 
Copies, in progressive lessons. In 
Twelve Nos., 6d. each. 

" It ii not too nvach to saj, that if fhls 
method were univenally adopted in our 
schools, it would be attended with complete 
success." 



Amdkxws's Art of Flowee-Paimtixo. Coloured Plates. Six Nos. 2s. 6d. ; 

cloth, 16s. 
Babha&s's (Gcorox) Drawing Book, of Trxbs. Six Nos. Is. ; cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Barraud's Sti7die« of Amivals. Six Nos. Ss. : coloured, 5s. 
Coofkr'b rr. S.) DrawinoBook of Akiuals. Eight Nos. Is. each; bound, lOs. 6d. 
Dibdixt's East Drawing Book, and Guinx to Skktching. Six Nos. 28. 6d. ; 

bound, 18s. 
Dibdin's Lkssons in Water Colours. Four Nos. 48. 
Fairlanv's JvvENiLB Artist. Eight Nos. Is.; cloth, Ss. 
Forb's Easy Lvssonb in Landscape. Eight Nos. 9d. ; cloth, 78. 6d. 
Greenwood's Studies of Trees. Six Nos. Is. ; cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Grundy's Shipping and Craft. Six Nos. Is. ; cloth, 78. 6d. 
Hand-Book OF Pencil Draitino ; or, Self-Instructor in Art. Two Plates, doth, Is. 
Phillips's Etchings of Familiar Life. Three Nos. Is. 6d. 
Rawlins's Elementary Perspective. Royal 4to, sewed, 4s. 
Sutcliffb's Drawing Book of Horses. Six Nos. Is. : cloth, 7a. 6d. 
WoRSLBY's LiiTLE DRAWING Boox OF LANDSCAPES, &c. Fourtecu Nos. 6d. ; or 

2 vols, cloth, 4s. each. 
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HENRY MAYHEW'S NEW WEEKLY PERIODICAL 
ON LONDON AND THE LONDONERS. 

* Now PvibUahinff in MorMy Parts^ Price One ShiUing, and in Weekly 

Numbers, Price Threepences 

THE GREAT WORLD OP LONDON. 

BY HENRY MAYHEW, 

Author of " London Labour and the London Poor." 

Assuredly the history and character of the Great Metropolis, in the 
nineteenth century, is still an unwritten book. There are many clever 
and learned works on London — regarding it as a vast mass of bricks 
and mortar — a kind of civic "natural curiosity" — but none as yet 
viewing it as a huge human '* vivariwrif* wherein one learns the habits 
of the many " odd-fish " collected within it. 

Of London Scenes, and London Society — of London contemplated 
morally rather than physically — as the great centre of human emotion 
— ^the scene of countless daily struggles, failures and successes, as well 
as of the wildest passions and the keenest misery; of London, where 
the very best and the very worst types of civilised society are found to 
prevail — with its prodigious wealth and enormous commerce — the 
choice learning, profound science, and high art of some of its people, 
existing in close companionship, as it were, with the most acute want, 
and ingrained vice, and brutal ignorance of others — the sweet Christian 
charity of many, raising palatial hospitals and asylums for the indi- 
gent and afflicted, and the bitter stony-heartedness of not a few, 
grinding, like the Ogre in the story, the bones of their work-people 
to make their bread ; — these, as we have said, are phenomena hardly 
yet numbered among our literary records, but are matters the chronicles 
of which surely may be included among the "desiderata'* of the Great 
Library of the British Museum. 

It is the aspiration of the writer of the work here announced, that 
he may he able, in some measure, to supply the biblical deficiency^ and 
present to the public such a word-picture of the Great Metropolis as it 
exists at the present time, that those who are familiar with the scenes 
and characters described may be pleased with the book for its mere 
truth, while those who have never visited the places and the people may 
yet have some ideal sense of them, and so find a picturesque charm in 
the very peculiarities of the subjects themselves. 

"the great world of LONDON" 
Will be divided into, and described under the following Heads :^ 

Leffal London — Medical London — Reliffioiu London — Commercial London — Shop 
London— Literary London— Theatrical London — Fashionable London— PolUU 
cal London'-** Genteel London** — Military London — Nautical London — 
Market London — Working London— Serving London — Locomotive London — 
Street London— Fast London— Poor London — Criminal London— Exhibition 
London — Musical and Artistic London— Eating and Drinking London — 
Scholastic London— Foreigner^ London— -Eefuse London— Suburban London — 
Jneient London — Gensral View of London, ^., ^c, 

LoiTBOir.] , 



90 DAVID BOGUB's ANNUAL CATALOGUE. 



BOOKS EEDUOED IN PKICE. 



Boman Art— -II VaticaxiO : An Historical and Descriptive Account 
of tlie Church of St. Peter, and the Yaticaii Museum and Galleries. By 
Ekasm o PisTOLXBi. Ill Eight Yolumes folio, containing upwards of Nine 
Hundred Plates. Half-bouad in morocco, gilt tops, Thirty Guineat, 

Authors of E ngl a. nd : Portraits of the Principal Literary Characters, 
engraved in Basso-reliero hy Mr. Collas ; with' Liyes by H. F. Ghoklbt. 
Aoyal 4to, cioth gilt, puhlUh^d at Sis. 6d. ; reduced to lOs. 6d. 

The Oeorgiaa Era : Modem British Biography since the reign of 
Queen Anne. Hanctoomely bound in cloth. Pubiuhed at S^. 6d. ; reduced 
to 14s. 



The Noble Scieiioe-Foz-hTmliiig. By F. p. Delmb Badcutfb, 

J., Master of the He; ' -■• — " " 
8s. : reduetd to 12s. 



Esq . , Master of the Hertfordshire Hounds. Boyal 8to. Ori§inaily pubUahtd 
aiix 



Water-colour Gallery ; Containing large and highly-finisbed En- 
gravings of the Works of the most distinguished Painters in Water-colours, 
«c. Eighteen Plates, imperial 4to, cloth. Otiginaliy pMblithed at i&SSs.; 
reduced to 21s. 

Mufleiim of Paiutmg aud Sculpture: a CoUection of the 

principal Pictures, Sutues, and Base-reliefs in the Public and Private 
Galleries of Europe. This work, which contains Engravings of all the chief 
works in the Italian, German, Dutch, French, and EngliRh Schools, includes 
TwsLvx HvKDRBD Plaixs, and is an indispensable vade-mecum to ^e Artist 
or Collector. In 17 handsome vols, small 6vo, neatly bound, with giUtopa. 
Originally publiehed at £17 17s. ; reduced to £4 148. 6d. 

Laconics; or, the Best Words of the Best Anthiurs. 3Toli. cloth, 
publiehed at 12s. ; reduced to 7s. 6d. 

Travels in S. E« Asia, Kalaya, Bnrmah, and Bmdustaa. 

By the BeT. H. MxLCOui. 2 vols. Svo, published at 168. ; reduced to fis. 

Pnclde's dub ; or, a Grey Cap for a Green Head. Many ^ni-xate 
Wood Engravings, cloth. Published at 7s. 6d. ; reduced to 2s. 6d. 

The English School of Painting: ASeriesofEngrayingsofthe 

most admired Works in Painting and Sculpture executed by British Artists, 

from the days of Hogarth : with Descriptive and Explanatory Notieee, by G. 

, HAjaLTON. Four volumes, containing nearly Three Hundred Plates, neatly 

bound, with gilt tops. OrxginaUy pv^Ushed o^ £3 I2s ; reduced to 2to. 

Martin's Dlustrations of the Bible ; consisting of Twenty 

large and magnificent Plates, designed and engraved by John Martin, 
Author of " Belshazzar's Feast," &c. In a large folio volume, dLofch. Otrv*" 
nally published at £10 10s.; reduced to £2 28. 
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INDEX 



PASS 

Adalbert's (Prinoe) Travete ... 11 

Acting Charades 13 

Andrews' Flower Painting ... 28 

Aram, Eugene, Dream of .... 14 

Arehitectoral Works 8 

Arnold's (Edwin) Poems «... 12 

Art of Painting Kestored .... 7 

Authors of England 80 

Beattie and Collins 5 

Bertie's Indestructible Books . . 26 

Bible Gallery -L 

Women of the. ..... 4 

Bingley's Tales ....... 25 

Biographical Works 9 

Blozam's Gothic Architecture . . 9 

Blunt's Beauty of the HeaTens . . 6 

Boat (The) and the Caravan ... 11 

Bond's History of lungland ... 25 

Book of Beauty 3 

- the Months 19 

Boswell's Johnson ...... 21 

Boyhood of Great Men 10 

Boy's Own Book ....... 22 

Treasury 26 

Brandon's Architectural Works . 8 

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress . . 2 

Burnet on Painting 7 

*s Essays 7 

—Life of Turner .... 2 

— — — ^— — — Ronbrandt ... 2 

Butterfly ^Bachelor) 15 

Byron Gallery 4 

Byron Illustrated 2 

Canadian Life, Sketches of ... 19 

Chadwick's Poems 12 

Chapman's Elements of Art ... 7 

Cheever's Whaleman's Adventures. 24 

Childs' Drawing Books 28 

• First Lesson Book .... 25 

Christian Graces in Olden Time . 8 

Christian Helville 18 

Christmas with the Poets .... 1 

Church Catechism lUustxiated . . 25 

Comic Works 15 

' Latin Grammar 16 

■ Natural Histories .... 16 

Almanack ; 15 

Comical Creatures from Wurtem- 

burg «... 25 

■ People 25 

Story Books 25 

Cooke's Rome ........ 4 

Coopers (T. S.) AninuilB .... 28 

Court Album 3 

Cowper's Poems 5, 20, 27 

Cracker Bon.Bon for Christmas . . 18 

Croslaad's Memorable W^imen . . 10 



Cmikshank's (Geo.) Works 

— — — — Fairy library 

Dale's Poems 

De Stael's (Mad.) life and Times 
Dictionaries , . . 
Domestic Architecture 
liints . . 



Drawing Books 
— ^ Copy Books 
Edgar's Biography for Boys . 

Boyhood of Great Men 

History for Boys . . 

Enuna de Xissau 

English School of Fainting . 
Etiquette for the Ladies . . 

Gentlemen . • 



- of Courtship 



Ettys Life, by Gilchrist . . 
Euclid, Symboheal .... 
Fielding's Works on Painting 

Floral Fancies 

Flora's Gems 

Footprints of Famous Men . 
Forster's Pocket Peerage . , 
Fount5>in of Living Waters . 
Fox-hunting, Noble Science of 
French Domestic Cookery • . 

Dictionary, Miniature 

Games for Christmas ... 
Gautier's Constantinople of To-day 
Gavami in London • . 
Georgian Era (The) . . 
Glossary of Arohitectnre 
Goldsmith's Traveller lUnstrated 

Works .... 

Gorgei's Life in Hungary . . 
Graces, Gallery of the . . . 
Orimm's Household Stcoies . 
Guides for Travellers , . . 
Gutch's Scientific PoeketBook 
Hannay's Satire and Satirists 
Happy Home (The) .... 
Harding's Drawing Books . 
— — — Sketches at Home 
Harry's Ladder to Learning . 
Book of Poetry. 



Heroines of Shakspeare 
Hervey's Meditations . 
Hitchcock's Religion of Geology 
Home Lesson Books 

Story Books . 

Hood's Eppiag Hunt 
Eugene Aram 



Humphreys' British Coins. . 

History of WritiBg 

Introd. to Gothic Architeotnre 
Johnson s Lives of the Poets . 



PAOS 

15 



LOWDOK.] 



J 



92 



DAVID BOQUE'S annual CATALOGUE. 



Ikdex — Continued, 



Julien't Studies of Heads 
• Hunan Figure 



PAOB 

. 28 

. 28 

. 22 

. 3 



Jurenile Books 
Keepsake (The) 

Kendall's Trayels 11 

Kinps Interest Tables 19 

Laconics 80 

Landscape Painters of England . 3 

Language of Flowers 5 

Laurel andLrre 20 

Lectures on the Great Exhibition . 17 

Gold 17 

Le Keux's Cambridge 6 

Life's Lessons '19 

Life of Christ 25 

Little Marys Books 26 

Treasury 26 

' Lesson Book ... 26 

Boy'sOwnBook 22 

London Anecdotes 19 

Longfellow's Poems 2, 12 

— — ■ Hyperion 2 

— — Golden Legend . . 2, 12 

Prose Works ... 13 

Song of Hiawatha . . 12 

Mackay's (Charles) Egeria ... 12 

_ Town Lyrics . 12 

Malcolm's Trayels in Hindustan . 30 

Manuals of Instruction, &c. . . . 21 

Martin's (John) Bible 30 

Massey's (G.) Babe Christabel . . 12 

Mayhew's Qreatest Plague ... 13 

Acting Charades ... 13 

Magic of Industry . . 14 

Sandboys' AdTentores . 14 

Toothache 15 

Model Men and Women 16 

Peasant BoT Philosopher 23 

Wonders of Science . . 23 

Great World of London 29 

Men of the Time 10 

Mia and Charlie 24 

Miller's (T.) Poems for Children . 25 
Pictures of Country 

Life 5 

Milton's Poetical Works .... 5 

■ L'AUegro Illustrated . . 1 

Miniature Classics .27 

Mil jnandBosette 24 

Museum of Painting and Sculpture 30 

MusgraTC's Bamble in Normandy . 11 

Ogleby's Adventures 15 

Oldbuck's Adventures 15 

Painting. Drawing, Ac, Works on 7 

Parlour Magic 24 

Panoramic View of Palestine . . 21 

Pearls of the East 6 

Pellatt on Glass Making .... 4 

Pentamerone (The) 14 

Pictorial Bible History 2A 

Playmate (The) 26 



PAOX 

Poetry of Flowers 20 

— — the Sentiments .... 20 

' the Year 3 

Front's (Sam.) Microcosm, &c. . . 28 

Puckle'sClub 30 

Baffaelle's Cartoons 4 



Beach's (A. B.) Comic Nat. Hists. 
Recollections of the Lakes . 
Beid-8 (Capt. M.) White Chief 
Desert Home 



Boy Hunters , . 

— • Young Voyageurs 

— — Forest Exiles . . 

Bush-Boys . . . 

B«mbrandt and his Works . . . 
Rhine, Illustrated by B. Foster . . 
Ritchie's (L.) Wearyfoot Ck>mmon . 

Robinson Crusoe 

Romancb of Nature 5 

Round Games IS 

Scientific Works 17 

Scott's Poems 6, 20, 27 

Seymour's New Readings .... 16 
Shakspeare Heroines 3 



16 
12 
13 
22 
22 
22 
22 
22 
2 
1 

13 
14 



Sharpe's Diamond Dictionary 

Railway Rood Book . . . 

Smith's (Alex.) Poems 

Sonnets on the War 

(Albert) Mont Blanc . . . 

Constantinople . . 

— Christopher Tadpole 

Comic Natural His- 



18 
19 
12 
12 
11 
11 
14 



tories 16 

Southey's Life of Nelson .... 10 

Springes Glory of Christ .... 19 

Stuart's Antiquities of Athens . . 9 

Table Wit 16 

Tale of a Tiger 16 

Tayler's (C. B.) May You Like It . 24 

Taylor's Young Islanders .... 25 
Thomson's Seasons . . . . 5, 20, 27 

Timbs' Curiosities of London . . . 19 

Tom Thumb's Alphabet 26 

TricksofTrade 19 

Tschudi's Travels in Peru . ... 11 

Turner and his Works 2 

Vaticano(Il) 30 

Vestiges of Old London .... 4 

Walton's Angler 6, 27 

Water Colour Gallery ..... SO 

Waverley Gallery 4 

Webster's Quarto Dictionary . . 18 

———Octavo Dictionary . . 18 

Smaller DictionarieJs . . 18 

Whist, Game of 14 

Winkles's Cathedrals 8 

Women of the Bible 4 

Wonders of Travel 11 

Year Book of FacU 17 

Young Lady's Oracle 14 
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